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HERE is a charm peculiar to Moscow among the 
cities of the world. It is in itself the centre of 

the history of a people—a people one day fated to 
play a great part in the drama of the future. But at 
present the charm of Moscow is in its past story and 
in its present life. The interest of the past story of 
the city arises out of its peculiar position as the con- 
necting link between the East and the West. In this 
its, situation is something analogous to that of Con-— 
stantinople, standing upon the confines of two divis- 
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ions of the earth, and thus it has had to bear the dis- 
cords of different races and to be the scene of the 
conflicts of opposing peoples. Moscow grew up from 
a collection of small villages to a town in the midst 
of warring and half barbarous tribes ; and thus, as it 
increased in concentration, and therefore in import- 
ance, it was sometimes attacked by Polish forces from 
the west, partly with the ambitious object of the so- 
vereigns of Warsaw to extend their possessions east- 
ward over the Muscovite plaims, and partly out o! 
fear of the threatening increase of strength of the 
populations accumulating on their exposed and east. 
ern border. At other times the country round wa: 
invaded from the east, and Tartar hordes came up iu 
overwhelming masses to the walls, and bursting over 
them devoted the unhappy place to sack and pillage. 
These latter were actuated by no motives such as 
those which led the Poles up to the gates of Moscow 
—motives of possession and increase of national 
strength. These were only lured from their tents 
and their wild plains on the Don by the hopes of 
plunder and the gratification of their instincts of de- 
struction. But the hardy sons of Muscovy, thoug!: 
often b€aten by the Poles, and frequently despoile:| 


by the Tartar hordes, yet rose from their defeats in 
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renewed strength, as Anteus from his mother earth, 
until, becoming the nucleus of a nation, they were 
able to beat off their enemies both on the east and on 
the west, andy becoming the victors in the place of 
the vanquished, they threw back the armies of Po- 
land on the one side and the horsemen of the Don 
on the other, and following the rule of the law of the 
strong and the weak they forced all their former ene- 
mies to submission. It is thus in and around Mos- 
cow that the story of Russia is to be read. St. Peters- 
burg is but the modern town of yesterday. It is as 
yet but the port of Russia,‘an imperfect city, and 
bearing in all its accessories the marks of a new town. 
Kven Peter could not make at once a capital city in 
all its completeness by even his iron and domineering 
will. 

But Moscow, with all its ancient story, would have 
but a minor interest in our modern eyes and in our 
western Europe, and but a weak hold upon our re- 
gards, were it not for one great modern fact—the 
march of Ngpoleon in 1812, the burning of the city, 
and his retreat. This is the one event which gives 
Moscow its prominent place in our thoughts of to-day. 
You cannot separate yourself, as you look at and 
think of the city, from this grand and tragic circum- 
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stance. The grandeur of the enterprise, the amazing 
proportions of the undertaking, the consummate skill 
of the arrangement, the energy of the conduct of the 
plan, the sublimity of the defence, the tragic failure, 
and the heroism under ruin—all these ‘are the fea- 
tures of the picture to which Moscow owes the renown 
and the glory stamped upon the modern mind. 

You are at the entrance of Moscow, and according- 
ly, with your mind still full of the haunting story, the 
first thing you do is to unburthen your thoughts of 
that subject, to give them full swing, and to satisfy 
their demands by visitihg at once the scenes of the 
drama, which are still to be distinctly recognised, be- 
fore you give yourself up to the enjoyment of the 
place and its varied beauties. Moscow stands in the 
middle of a waving country, upon a succession of low 
hills, much the same in elevation as those on which 
London stands. The river Moskwa, about as broad 
as the Thames at Windsor, runs into it from the 
north-west, and forming a small loop flows out again 
in the direction of south-west. On this western side, 
at a distance of three miles from the barrier, rises a 
hill, or succession of hills, of no great height. These 
are the Sparrow Hills, and at their foot flows the 
Moskwa. There is a small village on the ridge, and 
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a few private houses of gentlemen stand on ‘it on 
either side of the village and look down over the 
river towards the city. There are some small wooden 
buildings along the road-side in front of the village, 
and these are used by people from the city—parties 
of pleasure who come up to the Sparrow Hills to en- 
joy their tea or dine, and to look out from the veran- 
dahs over their sacred and glittering Moscow. The 
position, the broken and green and grassy slope with 
trees and shrubs at intervals, puts one in mind of 
, Richmond Hill. The height from the water to the 
houses is about the same in beth; but instead of run- 
ning like the Thames in a straight line across the 
wide expanse of country below, the Moskwa comes 
up from the left hand with a circular sweep, passes 
along at the foot of the hill, and then descends again 
by a similar bend to the right, and continues in sight 
until it is concealed by the houses and bridges of the 
city at a distance of about three miles. 

From this height the whole of Moscow lies spread 
out before you as a map. You can see every part of 
it to its extremities, can mark every rise and fall of 
the numerous hills, its endless pinnacles and cupolas 
glittering in the sun, its towers, its bright-coloured 
houses, and its universal gardens. With your back to 
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the west you look to the north, over the river to the 
race-course and to the plain where the white tents of 
the troops form a canvas town, and to the Peterhoff 
Palace,—over the Kremlin and its gilded towers 
right in front of you to the east, and over the for- 
tress-like Convents of Simonoff and Novospaski, and 
the Sokolniki gardens and pine forests to the south. 
Behind you to the west is Borodino,—with’ your 
thoughts still full of the great tragedy of Moscow you 
cannot but think of Borodino. At about forty miles 
distance is that famous village near which Koutou- 
soff, the Russian Commander, halted his army on a 
low and broken ridge of hills and fought the battle 
with Napoleon, in which 80,000 men are declared to 
have fallen on the two sides, and the result of which 
opened the way for the French Emperor to Moscow. 
It may be said here en passant that both sides claimed 
the victory. Napoleon, of course, did so, as he did 
on all occasions ; and Segur relates in detail the cir- 
cumstances of the battle from the French view of it. 
But Ker Porter and Koutousoff claim the complete vic- 
tory for the Russians, stating that Napoleon retreated 
some niles from the ground after the battle of the 
7th September and only advanced again after receiv- 


ing his reinforcements, when Koutousoff, acting on a 
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preconcerted plan with Rostopchin, the Commandant 
of Moscow, again retreated, and thus left the city 
open. 

However this may be, the French came on in a few 
days, and on the 15th September their leading files 
came up the slope from the west to the Sparrow Hills ; 
and from this height they raised their shout of triumph 
and. exultation, “‘ Moscow ! Moscow!” at the sight of that 
brilliant city, the end and apparent reward of all their 
labours, lying at their feet. As he stood there, sur- 
rounded by his generals and his troops, it must have 
been a proud moment for Napoleon, for no grander 
or more beautiful city exists anywhere on the earth 
than was this now before him. -The diameter of it 
from north to south is about six miles, and from the 
Sparrow Hill the whole of this extent without a break 
was under his eye; and the possession of such a city, 
the capital of a great people, filled, as he could see, 
with almost unnumbered churches, and, as he would 
naturally suppose, with merchandize of the Kast and 
West and private possessions of the great Russian 
bankers and nobles, would appear to him to be a prize 
of almost incalculable wealth in money and money’s 
worth, as well as a diadem of glory to France. 


Standing there and gazing on that glorious scene 
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I could not but imagine for the moment the position 
and the pride of the great Emperor. And then I went 
back over the story of the advance, the sudden pas- 
sage of the Niemen by Kowno—that fatal Rubicon— 
and the march to Wilna—pretty Wilna, lying in its 
hollow among picturesque and wooded hills—when 
all was bright before the French leader and his usual 
fortune smiled on him. Then, too, the Russians had 
not yet begun to burn their villages and towns and 
lay waste their country, as they did when he advanc- 
ed to Witepsk and Smolensk, and showed to him with 
what fierce and relentless hatred they sacrificed every- 
thing to destruction in their magnificent energy of 
hostility to his invasion of their country. 

At about a mile distance from the northern gate on 
my left there was visible, at the edge of the great 
military plain, the Palace of Peterhoff, to which Na- 
poleon had gone after viewing the city from the Spar- 
row Hills, and where he remained for two days in 
vain expectation of the authorities of Moscow coming 
out to him, as usual in similar circumstances, with 
the keys of the town—a deputation of the conquered 
to the victor, to beg for clemency. But then how little 
he understood what the Russian people had resolved 
on! No deputation came; and with angry words 
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upon his lips and with sad presentiments of coming 
evil in his heart, he entered the city and the Krem- 
lin ; and then only he learned, by the fire bursting out 
almost simultaneously in many quarters, even in the 
Kremlin itself, under what totally new and savage cir- 
cumstances his invasion was to be met by a united, 
and a devoted, and an infuriated nation. 

As I descended the hill homewards I could not help 
thinking, so beautiful was the scene from that height, 
so peaceful in its repose and so bright and shining in 
the rays of the afternoon summer sun, how glad a 
contrast it was to that sublime but terrific spectacle 
on those days of September in 1812, when that same 
city was wrapped from end to end, here in sheets of 
flame, and there in rolling masses of suffocating 
smoke, sacrificed by its inhabitants that loved it on 
the altar of their country. And as I went on, I could 
think of nothing but the humiliation of the so lately 
jubilant conquerors, as they turned their backs for 
the last time, in their reluctant retreat, on those same 
Sparrow Hills, with their faces towards France, that 
France so dear to them, for which they had dared so 
much, and which so few of them were ever to see 
again. The devastated city was behind them, the 


cry of vengeance everywhere around them, while 
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maddened hosts on every side destroying the destroyer 
at every step with unsatisfied rage, until worse came 
upon the doomed victims, worse than the Russian 
swords, the icy hand of winter; and then regiments 
disbanded and dispersed to meet no more,’and whole 
divisions, in their exhaustion and despair, surrendered 
themselves to their conquerors, with all their spoil,— 
and Moscow was avenged. 

But now let us forget the icy march of death, and 
the shouts of the avenger, and go down from the hill 


into the lovely and laughing city. 
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in the City—-Quict Streets—Pleasant Houses and their Tenants— 
A Professional Musician—Russian Churches—Novel and Picturesque 
Appearance of the Streets—Scenesof Russian Life—Beautiful Little 
Church—aAristocratic Street—Change in Russian Society—New 
Quarter of the Noblesse. 


N OSCOW is said to have a circuit of twenty miles. 

The centre of this, or nearly so, is the Kremlin 
Hill, on the banks of the Moskwa. There is a broad 
open space all round the Kremlin wall, and no build- 
ings approach its sacred precincts. On the east side 
of this hill, and beyond the great market-place, is a 
curious small block or collection of houses and streets 
called the Kitai Gorod, or Chinese town. This, too, 
is enclosed and separated from the great city by its 
own battlemented wall encircling it, and outside of 


it is a broad boulevard laid out with trees and walks. 
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Across this are market-places, large buildings, open 
spaces, the theatres, gardens, the Foundling Hospital, 
Hotels and Club Houses, bending round all the way 
from the river Moskwa on the one side of the Kremlin 
to the Moskwa again on the other. From-this boule- 
vard radiate many large streets to the barriers; but 
these streets are intersected at some little distance by. 
other boulevards, running in a circular direction all | 
through the city, also laid out with trees and walks; * 
and again farther on by still another, a third, boulevard 
similar to the others. Thus the city is divided into | 
circles by these open spaces, which admit air and light 
to all parts of it. But Moscow is a city unlike any 
other capital. In the great cities of the world the 
streets are throughout composed almost entirely of 
large houses, and one street resembles another in the 
general size and character of the buildings. One 
street may be a little broader than its neighbour, and 
the houses in the larger one may be of a more ornate 
style than those of the smaller, a great thoroughfare 
more imposing than the narrower cross street, but 
still there is a general resemblance. But this is not the 
case with Moscow. This may be almost termed a city of 
cottages. In fact the Russian house is a cottage, on a 
small or a large scale according to the rank and afflu- 


RUSSIAN HOUSES. 13 


ence of the owner, and these form the greater part of 
Moscow. The noble builds his house, in town or coun- 
try, on a cottage plan. ° He raises a low wall of stone or 
brick of some four feet in height, and on this he builds 
_ a wooden hbuse of one storey. It is long and wide, and 
a passage or hall intersects it from one extremity to 
the other, and the rooms on either hand open on to 
this and communicate with each other. Often, too, 
there is a small superstructure rising from the centre of 
this wide basement, but this is generally only a small 
addition—ain fact, a small cottage built in the centre of 
the top of a large one. Sometimes, but rarely, that 
upper structure is as large as the lower one and forms a 
complete one-storeyed house. But beyond this no truly 
Russian house ever rises. A broad flight of steps in the 
centre of the front leads up to the level of the floor 
of the building at four feet from the ground, and a ve- 
randah, deep and shaded, runs all along this front, and 
sometimes this extends down the two sides to the back. 
As arule, the whole building is of wood. In the villages 
the cottage of the peasant resembles in its essential 
features the house of the noble. It has the flight of 
steps, the verandah in front, and sometimes even the 
miniature structure rising from the centre. These no- 


ble cottages and peasant cottages form the greater part 
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of Moscow. You should imagine a circular city the 
centre of which are the Kremlin and the Kitai Gorod, 
and that from this centre radiate a certain number of 
broad thoroughfares running out to the different bar- 
riers. These main streets are all from fotty to fifty 
feet in breadth in the central parts, but widen to sixty 
and seventy, and even more, as they approach the bar- 
riers. The buildings on either side of these are what 
are always by the natives called stone houses, but are’ 
in reality invariably brick, and they are all of only 
one storey, with very rare exceptions, such as in the 
case of some public buildings. Thus the houses being of 
very low elevation and the streets broad, there is great 
brightness through the city. But when you turn out of 
any one of these large thoroughfares into a cross street 
you find yourself at once among village cottages. These 
cross ways, which form a network in the large spaces 
between one great thoroughfare and another, are the 
prettiest and most quiet and retired little country re- 
treatsone canimagine. They are quite unique in their 
repose and neatness, and their entire absence of the 
noise and turmoil of the great city. For instance, 
let us walk from the Palanka Square in the centre 
of everything, close outside of the wall of the Kitai 
Gorod, and taking the street to the Post Office, 
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distant only about half a mile, we come on it, 
a large white building, standing far back from the 
thoroughfare, in a fine court-yard seventy or eighty 
yards in length and enclosed by a high iron railing 
with gilded spear-points. Here we cross the next 
boulevard, and immediately beyond it we ‘turn out of 
the broad and noisy thoroughfare leading to the Red 
Gate and the Petersburg railway station, a thorough- 
fare always resounding with carts or droschkies or 
carriages, and we find ourselves in a quiet, pretty, 
retired street. A few yards farther on we turn 
down what might be a lane in a country village. 
* On either hand are small cottages, the windows look- 
ing on the street, but there is no doorway. To each 
of them is a large gateway opening into a green and 
grassy court: and garden. As we walk by, the gate 
being half open, perhaps, we look in, and witness a 
quiet scene of the country. There are trees, two or 
three small laburnums or acacias, and a flower-bed, 
and cocks and hens are walking about on the grass 
plot; there is perhaps a cow, and the stable and 
coach-house, and a man is pushing the rude tarantass 
into the coach-house. The women are seated on the 
verandah, or on the steps leading down into the gar- 


den, and the children are at play. It is a sunny spot, 
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fresh, and green, and bright, and quiet, as if fifty 
miles from Moscow. The whole thing is of wood, 
the house, the gateway, the garden palings, but no- 
thing can look more neat or more home-like. Lach, 
in fact, is a little village domain. In the windows, 
too, of some of them are flowers and books, and wo- 
men sit in them at work. From end to end of this 
lane is a succession of these country residences, and 
in the far end one, of some little more pretension, 
lives some official. It is in one of this kind of pretty 
country houses that our British Consul lives, to whom 
I take this opportunity. of making my acknowledge- 
ments for unvarying kindness and much valuable in- ° 
formation. These quiet streets are all over Moscow, 
lying between the great thoroughfares. | 
It was pleasant to stroll about among these seclud- 
ed ways and watch the daily life of the Muscovites. 
These cottages were all tenanted, and I was informed 
that it was by no means an easy thing to obtain one 
asa residence. They bear a very high rent; they 
are not shops, and are occupied many of them by 
the families of tradesmen who have saved up a little 
money and invested it in a Moscow cottage. Others are 
let to officials, clerks in offices, or in houses of bank- 


ers or merchants, of whom there is an extensive and 
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wealthy body in the town. The general air of them. 
is good and bespeaks a tenancy of well-to-do people. 
There are some of these quiet lanes within almost a 
stone’s throw of*the Grand Opera House and of the 
Kitai Gorod, quite in the centre of the town, and in 
some of these the cottages are occupied evidently by 
families quite of the humbler class. 

One day I wandered along the great Boulevard to- 
wards the river, and, attracted by the sound of music, 
I turned up one of these small lanes and found myself 
in a maze of pretty ornamented villas, all built in the 
cottage style. A gate of one being open I looked 
in, and from the open windows issued the sounds 
which I had heard. The instrument was a piano and 
the player a man. He was evidently a professional— 
perhaps of ‘the Grand Opera. Sometimes he let his 
hands stray over the chords in that careless manner - 
so indicative of the musician, wandering irregularly 
without order, and yet producing a wild and graceful 
harmony; then striking, as if accidentally, two or 
three notes of some well-known air of Mozart or Ros- 
sini he followed it up for a few bars, his voice burst- 
ing into the song with full, mellow, manly tones; and 
then as suddenly he ceased as he ran his fingers 
rapidly over a dozen notes with a flourish, and: then 
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all was silent. I sat down upon a stone at the gate- 
way, in the shade of a laburnum which hung over 
the garden paling, and listened. A turn in the wind- 
ing lane shut out the noisy boulevard at a little dis- 
tance, and, surrounded by trees and gardens and _cot- 
tages I could easily believe myself to be far away 
from a capital city, and in a country village. It was | 
a hot August day, the smell of flowers came from the 
gardens, the shade of the laburnum fell over me, and 
then, at intervals, the musician got up from his seat - 
by the piano. I could hear him walk along the floor — 
humming some air, and then he would sit down 
again, as some thought or fancy struck him, and 
throw the fancy into music in his unstudied way, un- 
til it ran on into some remembered air, when again © 
he would be unable to resist the temptation to pour 
out a line or two of the Orphée aux Enfers in his na- 
tive Russ. At this time this fine opera of Gluck was 
being played at the Grand Opera House of Moscow 
by native performers, many of whom have fine voices. 
Sauntering on, I came presently to a turn of the 
street, between a small church of rich ornamentation 
and some trees and palings, where was a sudden dip 
‘of the ground into a valley, or gorge, which ran down 
to the Moskwa on my right, and sloped up to the level 
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of the hill on my left. All this head of the valley, as 
well as its sides, was laid out in cottage villas. On the 
top of the ridge of hills rose up frequent churches, 
each church wits its five green or gilded cupolas and 
its bell tower, tapering and graceful, the walls either 
brilliant white or delicate pink. All the houses being 
low, each in its garden, almost invariably with white 
walls and green or red roof, the effect was singularly 
bright and picturesque. The air of Moscow being 
light, and dry, and strong, whatever smoke there may 
rise from the chimneys, instead of hanging in mid air 
as with us in our damp climaie, is dispersed at once, 
and the result is you see no smoke anywhere. In that 
bright atmosphere the houses and churches thus con- 
tinue externally for a long time clean, and the people 
being fond of bright painting the general aspect of the 
city isas if the whole population had just completed a 
general painting of roofs, and walls, and chimneys. 
As you come suddenly on these interiors of the town 
from some hill top the effect is something exceedingly 
novel, and the first feeling is that Moscow is the most 
picturesque and the most attractive city you have ever 
seen. 

As I stood there, leaning over a low paling by the 


side of the lane—for it was a village lane much more 
n9 
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than a city street, the hill-side was quite steep beyond 
the paling,—a peasant woman came out of a small 
rude wooden hut and called her chickens about her 
and fed them. These came hurrying at her call out 
of two or three little out-houses, flying over some 
tumble-down palings from the garden and wild 
grounds down the slope below the yard; and then 
the children came out from somewhere, dirty and 
healthy, and a small dog joined the company and 
_ stretched himself in the sun. From where I stood | 
had a bird’s-eye view down into these rustic premises 
immediately under me. It was the very rudest coun- 
try life in the midst of the city. Presently a noise be- 
hind me made me turn round, and across the lane on 
the steps up to the church door was an old man 
sprinkling fir branches, or rather ends and tips of fir 
branches, on the steps and into the doorway. Some 
ceremony was being prepared for. But what a con- 
trast was the rich church with the rude cabin and 
garden across the lane! The church was of a square 
form outside. In the inside the arrangement was in 
the usual form of the Greek Cross. Five gilded cu- 
polas rose from its roof, but the sides were elaborate 
with marbles and sculpture. It was an elegant little 


‘building, the windows high up, square and Italian, 
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marble pilasters projecting from the walls, and a nar- 
row band of sculptured stone-work running round the 
whole church below the windows, and another similar 
one above them.’ The whole of it was fanciful and 
pretty. Inside, too, it was bright with much gilding, 
and was more like a pet private chapel in the coun- 
try than here within almost a stone's throw of the 
Great Boulevard. 

Skirting the church along the lane I came out on 
the hill, and keeping on towards the outskirts of the 
city I entered a long wide street, quite different from 
any I had seen. Here were ‘a succession of Italian 
villas on both sides,—large imposing gateways, lofty 
walls, and white one-storeyed houses with large gar- 
dens and courts. In most of these a long line of win- 
dows looked on the street from the line of elevation 
of the top of the garden walls; and here on this first 
floor, the bel piano, were evidently the chief rooms of 
the family, for in almost’all of the houses I passed 
there were ladies sitting by one or the other of these 
windows, either at work or reading. In some cases 
they were leaning out and talking. There were no 
shops; all were dwelling-houses. The street was 
broad, silent, clean, and brilliant with summer sun. 


Now and then its silence was broken by a droschky 
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passing, or a more imposing carriage of one of the 
dwellers in the street stopping at a gateway; and then 
the big doors opened into a court, and the carriage 
entered, the gates closed, and all was‘still again. The 
whole thing was rich, exclusive, aristocratic. I found, 
on inquiring, that this had once been one of the no- 
blesse quarters, and these their houses; but in late 
years the nobles had, in their troubles, emigrated to 
another quarter, and now these Italian villas were oc- 
cupied by the rich commercials of Moscow. This was 
a type of the change that is gradually going onin Rus- 
sian society; as a Russian gentleman one day said to 
me, “ We are going down, and our estates and houses 
are passing into the hands of the men of commerce.” 
Naturally, when the country estate is cut up and 
divided, or sold, the Moscow palace, or villa, goes 
too. In various parts of the city I subsequently saw 
extensive buildings, once the gorgeous palaces of no- 
bles, now fallen from their high estate. One of them, 
a Sheremaytief Palace, which had lately held one 
hundred and fifty retainers of all kinds, a papa and a 
chapel forming part of the éstablishment, was now in 
the occupation of a commercial company, the grass 
growing rank in the back courts and the flower-garden 


running wild. 


QUARTER OF THE NOBLESSE. 23 


The present quarter of the noblesse is nearer the 
Kremlin, and the houses are pretty country villas in 
gardens, many of them consisting only of a raised 
ground-floor. Whey show that still the Russian gen- 
tleman retains all his old love for the natiye style of 
house. The streets of this new quarter of the no- 
blesse are not broad, but as the houses are all low 
and stand in gardens away generally from the street- 
side, and as there is not much traffic along them, 
there is a freshness and a brightness of the air and a 
repose and soothing quiet which make a saunter 
along them particularly ple&Asing. Here and there 
children are about in the gardens, or domestics are 
lazily occupied in the stable-yards cleaning the har- 

“ness by the stable door, or lounging about, enjoying 
* the « jar mente,” while the noisy hum of the busy 
city is Just audible beyond the precincts of the quar- 
ter. Pretty and quiet as it is, however, it has not 
_ the rich and imposing air of the old aristocratic quar- 
” ter now taken possession of by the men of commerce. 
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CHAPTER III. 


The Kremlin—The External Wall and Towers—The Moskwa—Fine 
Esplanade, and View from it—An Historical Question—The Nichol- 
sky Gate—Inscription by the Emperor Alexander—Russian Super- 
stition—The Arsenal—New Law Courts and Government Offices — 
Trophies of the Campaign of 1812—Unnecessary Precaution—The 
‘‘Tzar”—The Imperial Palace—The Sacred Gateway—The Towers 
and Bells of Ivan Veliki—The ‘Czar Kolokol”—Panoramic View 
of the City—Great Number of Churches and Cupolas—Old Resi- 
dence of the Romanoffs—Ancient Palace of the Ruriks—National 
Pride of the Russians. 


UT, of course, one of the first places you go to 

see is the Kremlin. It may be described as a 
solitary hill in the midst of the city, mclosed by a 
wall about a mile and a quarter in length. This wall 
stands up a little way on the slope, and is of irregular 
height. In some places it is perhaps seventy feet 
high, and in others not more than forty, according to 
the ground. It is of red brick, and is battlemented. 
There are eleven towers on it, four of which are above 
the gateways. All these four are of stone, lofty, 
many-storied, of open work, richly ornamented above, 
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heavy and rude below, partly of Italian Gothic. The 
others are of red brick, of varied and fanciful charac- 
ter—some round, and roofed with shining green tiles, 
and others square, like a Saxon donjon keep, while 
one small one resembles an Oriental suntmer-house. 
This latter was used in the days of the early Ozars as 
a look-out place on the gatherings of the people, on 
any occasion of moment, on the great public market- 
place beneath the wall. Altogether the Kremlin is 
a grand old medieval fortress, once strong against 
Cossack lances and Polish spears, against bills and 
bows, but not of any use now against cannon. With 
its fine simple walls and its numerous and variously- 
shaped towers, it is a most picturesque relic of past 
times. The Moskwa river flows into the city from 
the west, strikes the foot of the Kremlin hill, runs 
along it from end to end of that front, and then, with 
a graceful bend, flows out of the city again to the 
south-west. The hill is cut away from the river-bank 
so as to allow a broad roadway along the base, and a 
steep pitch beyond rises to a fine esplanade on which 
stand the palace and other buildings and command 
the river to the west and south, the city and the coun- 
try beyond towards the Sparrow Hills. 

I asked various persons which was the gate by 
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which Napoleon had entered and left the Kremlin, 
but it was an odd thing, there seemed to be a doubt 
which of three gates was the right one. However, 
there was one circumstance which appeared to mark 
it—an inseription by the Emperor Alexander over 
the arch. This one is called the Nicholsky Gate, and 
it opens on to the broad market-place; but it is not 
the principal entrance to the Kremlin. Over it rises 
a lofty tower in successive storeys of stone, a fine me- 
diseeval structure. The arch is pointed Gothic, and 
above the crown of the arch is a picture of St. Nicho- 
las of Mojaisk, a small picture in a gilt frame, and be- 
neath this is the inscription. This latter says that Na- 
poleon, on his leaving Moscow, tried to blow up this 
gateway and tower, but that the Saint whose image is 
there protected and saved it. The consequence of 
this authoritative statement by the Czar is that no 
Russian, from the Emperor down to the peasant, 
passes in or out of that arch without uncovering to 
the picture, and most persons cross themselves three 
times and say a prayer. Thus all day long you may 
see, without cessation, people uncovering, or kneeling 
bare-headed, or crossing themselves energetically, at 
the entrance of the Nicholsky Gate. | 
This gateway is a long arched way of some twenty 
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yards in length, the ground rising rather steeply; and 
when you are through it you find yourself still on the 
slope of the hill, with a broad open space in your 
front which corftinues quite over the hill to the far 
side, to the terrace above the Moskwa. dmmediate- 
ly on your right is the Arsenal, an imposing structure 
of considerable extent, long and low; while on your 
left is another great pile, in which are the new Law 
Courts, and other Government offices. What strikes 
the eye at first is the enormous number of cannon 
piled in compartments in an artistic way on a low 
raised platform in front of the whole length of the 
Arsenal. There are large guns, small guns, plain, or- 
namented, iron guns, brassguns. There are hundreds 
and hundreds—it is said twelve hundred is the num- 
‘ber. These are the trophies of the famous campaign 
of 1812. Ker Porter and Segur both agree in this,— 
though they differ in so many other points,—that the 
French did not manage to carry one single gun over 
the Niemen on their quitting Russia—not one. Except 
those guns, then, that were blownto pieces purposely on 
the retreat, or thrown into rivers and lost, here are all 
of that mighty armament which the Emperor took with 
him on that fatal expedition. You cannot help regard- 


ing these silent witnesses of that terrible punishment 
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of overvaulting ambition without a certain degree of— 
well—deep sympathy—almost a kind of pain. What 
scenes of carnage—what scenes of horror—of scarcely 
human ferocity, of reckless courage, of brutal savagery, 
of wild despair, must these now sleeping engines of an 
unbridled violence have known and shared in! How 
eloquent, too, they are, as they lie there in their quiet 
order, of all that tale of death and ruin; and as you 
stand there and look at them, and touch them, the 
whole story seems to rise up and present itself fresh 
and tangible to your eyes. Ona copper plate in the 
wall of the building is this inscription :—“ Canons pris 
aux ennemis en 1812, sur le territoire Russe, par la 
victorieuse armée et la brave et fidéle nation Russe.” 
I could not help thinking, as I read the words, that 
they tell the truth, but not the whole truth, as many 
another inscription does, and that if the words “et 
par le froid” had been added they would have sup- 
plied what was wanting. 

Many of these guns were ornamented with devices, 
flowers, and figures, and many bore mottoes. Onone 
was stamped a large “‘ N ” encircled with a coronal of 
leaves. On another was “La Tempéte ;” on others 
“Le Faucon,” “L’ Acharné,” “ L’ Hercule.” One bore 


the motto “ Vigilate deo confidenti;” others ‘“‘ Nemini 
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cedo,” “ Concordia res parve crescunt,” “Pro gloria et 
patria,” “Strasburg le 26 Fructidor,” and so on. What 
a satire were now these boasting titles! What a mock- 
ery of the vaunting words was their present humilia- 
ting position |! ; 

As I was examining some of these guns and copy- 
ing the mottoes near an archway in the centre of the 
building, in which a sentinel was pacing up and down, 
an officer came out and said this was forbidden, and 
desired me to go away. Of course I obeyed, though 
ruminating and trying to calculate what would be the 
chances of danger to the Russian Empire from a sim- 
ple traveller copying a motto or two of these captive 
and now harmless guns. It is true they were dug up 
more than half a century ago, some from, perhaps, 
some snow-drift at Krasnoé, where Ney lost his whole 
rear-guard,—or were captured near Smolensk, when 
the entire division of Davoust laid down its arms in 
despair,—or were fished from the waters of the Bere- 
sina, when Napoleon gave the terrible order to burn 
the bridge behind him, though crowded with the 
shrieking masses of his men, and when it sank with all 
its freight into the icy stream! These were facts, but 
still I failed to see in them and my copying the mot- 
toes the combination of danger to Russia. However, 
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there were people who thought otherwise with a 
superior logic to mine, and so I gave in. 

You go on, with nothing to stop you, along the open 
space beyond the Arsenal and the Law Courts, pass a 
convent on-your left and a guard-house of soldiers and 
barrack on your right—in front of which latter stands 
the monster-piece of ordnance called the Tzar cannon, 
weighing nearly 40 tons,—past the Senate House and 
the Cathedral—which, in fact, is but a small church— 
until you come on the broad, smooth, extending es- 
planade or terrace, crowning all the south-west front 
ofthe Kremlin Hill—the royal terrace high above the 
river, and commanding the city. 

It is a fine position for the palace, lofty, dominant, 
worthy of the imperial residence in the capital of a 
great country. As you turn round and lean on the 
low iron railing that runs all the way along the sum- 
mit of the steep grassy slope above the wall and the 
towers and the Moskwa, you have all that broad level" 
space—part of it more than a hundred yards wide— 
in front of you, and beyond this ranged the long line 
of the many and striking buildings so celebrated. On ' 
your extreme right is the lofty and tapering tower 
above the ponderous sacred gateway, through which’ 


no one passes—not even the Emperor—except un- 


FA 
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covered. J ugt inside this is the white and fanciful small 
Gothic church in which lie the remains of so many 
of the females of the Imperial family. Next to this are 
the walls ofa cohvent, where a number of elderly ladies 
of good families possess a church abounding in bright 
colours and gold and silver ornaments,—and con- 
tiguous to it is the long, low front of an old palace of 
the Czars, of moderate pretensions. Touching this, 
but a little retired, is another convent; and then suc- 
ceed, in an irregular line, the famous towers of Ivan 
Veliki with their numerous and world-renowned 
bells; the Cathedral and the two other churches with 
their gilded and glittering cupolas; and then the long 
front of the new palace, a modern structure of yellow 
stone, with Arabesque windows, and containing three 
of the grandest hallsin Europe. These comprise the 
remarkable front of the Kremlin, varied, broken, 
picturesque. Seen from the opposite bank of the 
river, with the castellated wall and the fanciful and 
varied towers of many colours below and the palace 
and temple-crowned height above, the long front ter- 
minating at either extremity in tall and graceful pin- 
nacles of the gateway towers, the mass of building is 
unrivalled for beauty and position. 

Of course you go to the top of the Ivan Veliki, two 
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hundred and seventy feet in height, built by the 


usurper Boris Godunoff, after his generally-believed 


murder of the youthful Czar Demetrius, and see the 
bells, among the wonders of Moscow. The largest 
weighs sixty-four tons, one hundred and twenty-eight 
thousand pounds—a noble bell. But imagine the 


“czar of bells,” at the foot of the tower, nineteen 


feet three inches in height, sixty feet nine inches in 


circumference, and weighing four hundred and forty- 


four thousand pounds! This latter grand work of. 


art is, however, broken, the tower in which it was 
suspended having been ‘burnt, and the fall fracturing 
the “Tsar Kolokol ”—the Emperor of bells. 


From the Ivan Veliki you have a panoramic view 


of the city, and you look down into the thousand 
pretty gardens of the cottages and villas of which 


the city is principally composed. As these houses 


everywhere, great and small, have green or red roofs, 


but principally green, and the walls of them are al- 


most all white, the brightness of the buildings is a 
wonderful sight. The green gardens and trees and 
the green roofs so blend on some of the slopes that 


at a certain distance there are spots which look like 


one mass of verdure dotted with white. How unlike: 


a city! Then, as Moscow is declared to have some’. 


Wa! 
way 
ay 
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four hundred+churches, great and small, the number 
of cupolas and bell-towers is immense. I tried to 
count from the tower those of a section of the city— 
about one-sixth—between my hands, held so as to 
shut off all but about that proportion from ‘sight, and 
I counted one hundred and sixty towers and cupolas 
within that space. Multiply this by six. The space 
so enclosed, when I examined and compared it after- 
wards with the rest of the town, was not particularly 
crowded with churches. It was only an average sec- 
tion of the whole. The waving of the ground, the 
‘brightness of the buildings, the infinity of graceful 
objects rising above the houses, here in clusters and 
there in single towers, the glittering river winding in 
and out, the long slopes to it undulating and covered 
with villas, the singular freshness and ornamentation 
of the whole, composed a picture quite unique. 

The old dwelling-house of the Romanoff family is 
down in the Kitai Gorod, and though uninhabited 
since they became Emperors, it is still maintained by 
each succeeding Czar in all its original condition. It 
is a very small—indeed, diminutive, pretty, quaint 
building, which reminded me, in the size of its rooms 
and in its primitive arrangements, of some of the con-* 


fined and cramped castles of the Rhine barons on the 
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banks of that river. The Romanoffs until 1613 were, | 
while the Rurik family were on the throne, only 
‘Boyars, or rich and noble merchants. The residences 
of the highest were but small in those days; thus the 
palace of Jean the Terrible and of Demetrius in the 
Kremlin is also a diminutive building—a specimen of 
the Muscovite mansion of those days, with its pretty, 
low, small rooms, like a lady’s boudoir of the present © 
day. It is elegant in form, simple in construction, - 
and rather gaudy with paint. It was in the matter of 
colour that the fondness for display showed itself in 

that age, whether among Muscovite chiefs, or in Gal-. 
lic and Teuton and British nobles. Gorgeous dresses 
of both men and women ruled the hour, but in Mus- | 
cOvy paint in the houses was a passion; and this passion - 
shows itself even now im the brilliant dressing of the 
peasants who can afford it on holidays, and the lavish 
painting of the churches inside and out, as well as of 
the walls and roofs of houses. Thus this little old 
palace of the Runks in the Kremlin—shut into a back 
court by the large new one—is painted inside and 
out from top to bottom, a bright and fanciful speci- 
men of the taste of the olden time. It is built in the 
thoroughly Russian style, each storey a much smaller 


one than that below it, so that each tier of rooms has — 
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a terrace in front of it, part of the roof of the apart- 
‘ ments beneath. There are three storeys to this an- 
cient edifice, each diminishing in size, so that the top 
one is composed of but a small room or two. From 
this upper terrace Napoleon looked out over his con- 
quest—his conquest in vain—burning in defiance. Of 
course there are the usual accompaniments of the feu- 
dal chateau—the grand hall of reception, the large 
apartment for feasting, and the pretty, dimimutive 
chapel. These are used even now on some very 
great state occasions—used in public as a kind of so- 
cial duty to the memory of the old Muscovite Czars— 
a usage which is dear to the people, appeals to all 
their traditionary memories of the sacred past and 
touches their national pride in and affection for their 
Emperors, links the present with the ancient days, and 
preserves as a living fire the superstitious reverence of 
this devotional, and almost fanatical, people to their 
Ruler. 
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CHAPTER IV. 


The Present Emperor—The Emperor Nicholas—Entrance into Moscow 
by the St. Petersburg Road—The Emperor's Route—Chapel of the 
Virgin—Famous Picture of the Iberian Mother—Bonds of Sym- 
pathy between the Emperor and the People of Moscow—His Ortho- 
dox Piety—His Appreciation of Kalatsch—The Palace of the 
Empress—Devotion to the ‘Iberian Mother”—Daily Scenes at her 
Shrine—Sum annually collected by Voluntary Offerings—Visits of 
the Holy Mother—The Benefit of.a Common Religious Sentiment 
—An Act of Sacrilege—The Criminal and her Punishment. 


HE present Emperor of Russia seems to study to 
keep alive the feeling of reverence and regard 
between himself and his people with better tact and 
more success than his father did. Perhaps he does 
not study to do this, but, what 1s better, does it with- 
out any effort or plan—solely from a natural impulse 
of good-will towards those over whom he is placed 
as aruler. Whichever be the cause, tact or kindli- 
ness, kingcraft or amiability of disposition, the fact is 
generally acknowledged—he succeeds. The late Czar 


was, as all agree, a harsh man, and though a grand 


* 
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figure in the eyes of his people, he was rather too far 
from them—too high and beyond their reach—a Ju- 
piter Tonans on a towering Olympus. He was ad- 
mired, wondered at, almost worshipped, but he was 
feared, and not loved. He believed mote in fear 
than in love, a defect in the idiosyncrasy of a possess- 
or of power. But the present Emperor is a man of 
a kindly nature, and he wins all the good-will of his 
people without any display or effort—wins it by that 
talisman of influence and attraction—cordiality. He 
goes often to Moscow, and when there he does vari- 


ous little acts which show a sympathy with the Mus- 


. covite character and Muscovite prejudice ; and when 


he goes away, he lIcaves no cloud on the popular 
brow which tells of discontent—no memory of some 
harsh deed which wounds the national feeling. 
Entering the city bythe old St. Petersburg coach road 
and the 'werskaia—street of Twer—you approach the 
Kremlin through the Iversky Gate, a double gate, whick 
leads on to the great market-place on the east front of 
that fortress. Although the railway from St. Petersburg 
now brings you into the city on the south-eastern side, 
and far away from the old gate from that capital or 
the north-west, yet the Emperor never omits to take 


a circuitous route along the Boulevard, and to ente 
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the Kremlin on his arrival through that Porta Sacra, 
the Iversky Gate. It is in this gateway, or rather on 
the outside of it, on its northern front, stands the little 
Chapel of the Virgin, here called the Iberian Mother 
of God. it is but a diminutive building, perhaps 
twelve feet square, of stone, plain and unpretending 
outside, and about the size of a small turnpike gate- 
house in England. From the centre of it there runs out 
a stone platform of perhaps twenty feet in length and 
. having on three sides to the street a descent of four 
or five steps. ‘The interior is highly decorated with 
gilding, and lamps, and glass, votive offerings in vari- 
ous metals, and an altar ; and there is space inside the 
broad entrance-door for a few persons, and at the 
back of it, over the altar, is the famous picture of the 
Iberian Mother. Beside it always stand one or two 
Greek priests. The painting is Byzantine, and was 
brought here from Mount Athos in the reign of the 
Czar Alexis. An extraordinary respect, or it may be 
called veneration, is offered to this picture, much be- 
yond that to any other in Moscow, for at all hours of 
the day there are persons to be seen bending low or 
kneeling in the interior of the chapel, or on the plat- 
form, or on the steps. It has done so many wonder- 


ful things in its time, it is said, that it has become 
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one of the most important existences in Moscow. 

It is to pass through this gate on each arrival in 
this city that the Emperor goes out of his way from 
the railway-station to the Kremlin. On approaching 
the platform, his carriage stops; he gets ouf, uncovers 
his head, enters the little chapel, and kneels, the 
world of Moscow looking on, impressed by the act to 
the bottom of its devotional soul. He comes out, 
mounts his carriage, and proceeds. The effect is 
amazing. To be remiss on this point—to omit this 
act—would be a great political mistake. The proof it 
affords to all eyes of the religious mind of their Czar 
—the example it sets to each and all his subjects in 
high places not to be wanting in veneration to the 
Iberian Mother—and then, not the least in this cata- 
logue of social advantages, the deference which he 
thus pays to the local prejudice and the strong feel- 
ing in this matter of the people of Moscow itself—all 
these combine to surround this act with a very serious 
and important sense. It is a bond of attachment be- 
_ tween the Czar and the Russian mind of far deeper 
. meaning and influence than any common tie of men’s 
political connexion or liking. 

There is another act, apparently trifling in itself, 


and yet having a peculiar significance, which goes 
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to show the kindly thought of “the Emperor in his 
communication with the inhabitants of Moscow, and is 
a proof of how he has known to gain a hold on their 
affections. There is a small and fanciful form in which 
bread is made up at Moscow. Itis nota loaf, it is not 
a roll, it is of a circular form, and is hollow, as some 
French bread is made, and is called a kalatsch. You 
may see a baker's boy in the street with twenty or thir- 
ty of these strung on a stick, or you may see fifty on a 
cord suspended in a shop. It is rather larger in diame- 
ter than a quoit, and the thickness of the bread is not 
much more than that of the iron. This kalatsch is the 
bread and the form peculiar to Moscow. The bread 
is light and sweet. When the Czar sits down to table 
in the Kremlin he asks for a kalatsch ; and you may 
hear the common Russian repeat with pride—“ the 
Czar always eats kalatsch at dinner in the Kremlin.” 
The fact of the present Empress having a pretty coun- 


’ 


try palace and estate—another ‘“ my own ”—at a place 
ealled Ilyinsk, about thirty miles from Moscow, and 
which she likes to come to frequently, is another bond 
between the family and the Moscow world. One day, 
in one of the long passages of the Winter Palace at St. 
Petersburg, I saw a whole pile of boxes and trunks, 


apparently just off a journey, and a servant or two, 
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in the Imperial livery, very active about them. In re- 
ply to my question—a traveller asks all sorts of ques- 
tions, of course—one of the men answered readily, 

““ These are from Tlyinsk—the Empress is just come 
up from there ; she is very fond of going té Iyinsk.” 

To return to the little Chapel of the Iberian Mo- 
ther. It was a practice with me, on my return from 
any walk on that northern side of Moscow, to stop by 
this Iversky Gate, and sit down on a low railing by a 
little grassy inclosure, the ground sloping down and 
spreading wide and open to the boulevard in front of 
me. It was an airy and shady spot, a pleasant 
resting-place after a long walk, and, moreover, one 
of a curious attraction. Immediately by me was a 
long, low building by the grass, and which projected 
a little from a lofty white castellated edifice, some 
Government Offices. In this low spur or projection 
lived the ecclesiastics who had the care of the Iversky 
picture and chapel, and here they took care of the 
money constantly pouring into the coffers of the 
Iberian Mother close by. One day was like another. 
Arriving at my seat, I would find two or three women, 
sitting, too, on the low rail, resting themselves from 
their country walk, and watching the scene, or ar- 


ranging their dress, and getting ready, from some 
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small treasury among their garfents, the piece of 
money—a kopeck—for the Iberian Mother. From the 
wide open boulevard, from the Twerskaia, from the 
Alexander Gardens, from the Kremlin, would arrive 
all kinds of carriages converging at this point—the 
chapel and the gateway. Business men from the Law 
Courts, ladies and children from the aristocratic 
quarter in the Beloi Gorod, people from the country 
in quaint vehicles of the rudest Tarantass build, pea- 
sants on foot, officers in droschkies, men of commerce 
on their way from the debtors’ prison, hard by on the 
boulevard, where they had been to see their victim 
and hear if any new chance of payment had turned 
_up, and now on their way into the Kitai Gorod in 
money-making interest—all stopped at the platform. 
On my side the stream flowed steadily through the one 
gateway on to the market-place beyond, while on the 
other side it came out from the farther gateway on to 
the open boulevard. It could not but strike you what 
an able position the Iberian Mother had taken up— 
the most commanding one in the whole city. Nothing 
escaped her; it was all fish that came to her net. 
Why, the very best and cheapest dining-houses of the 
merchants were just across the broad boulevard with- 


in sight, and the straight road from their early diuner- 
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table to the exchange was through this gate. Here 
they drove up “pleni veteris Bacchi pinguisque fe- 
rinz,”—dined on wild boar and sparkling champagne 
—and how should not their hearts be open to all 
warm influences, devotion to the Iberian Mother, and 
expenditure of roubles. So they all came up to the 
little platform. 

One afternoon I sat there as usual,—and as usual 
the stream of devotees never ceased. Sometimes the 
whole platform and some of the steps were occupied 
by kneeling people; and then the whole would clear 
- away, until only three or four persons would remain, 
sprinkled singly over the place on their knees, to be 
succeeded again by bareheaded and prostrate numbers. 
A great many gave nothing—that is, no money— 
there is a limit to giving, even to the [berian Mother 
—they came up, kneeled down, said a prayer, crossed 
themselves three times, which seemed to be the re- 
cognised form or mark of veneration, and went on. 
Now an officer, big and important, with helmet and 
cloak over his uniform, dashed up in his neat private 
droschky, driven, of course, by his body coachman in 
blue dressing-gown and wide-brimmed hat, the horse 
a black Arab-looking’ animal, sleek and shining, of 


South Russian breed, a trotter—and the harness stud- 
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ded with silver. The droschky stopped, the coachman 
unwound his right hand from its ren—a Russian coach- 
man drives with a rein in each hand, wound round 
it—and uncovered; the officer also uncovered and 
crossed himself, but sat still. Ata word from behind 
him the driver let the horse go on at a foot’s pace by 
the platform ; the officer crossed himself again three 
times, the driver crossed himself, too, as often—they 
both covered their heads, and the droschky and the 
black Arab dashed through the archway, and were 
gone. | 

Then arrived a party of peasant women and men on 
foot, ten or twelve—the men in white woollen coats, 
sewn at the seams with red, and the women with red 
and black shawls. Some kneeled on the platform, 
and some on the steps. After many self-crossings there 
came the moment of departure, and with it the question 
ofmoney. Some had clearly by their manner no ko- 
pecks to spare, but with others there was a consulting 
together. One man was for going away without giving 
anything, but a woman touched his arm and whispered 
to him, and then three or four heads went together. 
‘“ How much shall we give?” ‘“ What have you got ?” 
“Will that be enough?” These were evidently the 


matters indebate. The pockets were dived into, kopecks 
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came forth from the male garments under female press- 
ure, and at last two of the women agreed to go into the 
chapel for the party and make the united humble offer- 
ing. By this time many others had arrived, and much 
ado the women had to get through the kneeling crowd. 
A lady or two in silken attire had placed themselves 
on their knees precisely in the opening, and there was 
no way of getting into the chapel except over their 
voluminous dresses. Of course the poor women could 
not do this, so they waited patiently till “the quality” 
had prayed and entered the shrine with their offerings, 
and then the women got in. Presently they returned 
with satisfied countenances, for they had seen the 
Iberian Mother, and had laid before her a little some- 
thing out of the home treasury, and a bit of their hearts 
besides. So they joined their companions, all waiting 
uncovered and with bent heads on the steps, and all 
went off together through the archway—happy. 

Then arrived a hired droschky, and atall, middle-aged 
man with a white face got down. He was well-dressed, 
in a dark frock-coat and grey trowsers, and scrupu- 
lously bright boots. By his dress he might have been 
a member of our House of Commons, or an M.D. I 
made a guess that he was a lawyer, and had just come 


{rom some client in the debtors’ prison round the cor- 
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ner of the boulevard. He stepped gravely from his 
little carriage, walked up the steps, uncovered, and 
made his way carefully and slowly among the kneeling 
women, disturbing no one. How politely and un- 
offendingly he advanced, his manner so thoroughly 
that of the man who deals daily with courteous and 
silvery phrases wrapping up very unpleasant truths, 
gilding bitter pills legally or medically compounded. 
-He kneeled down with an air of the deepest humility 
close to the door of the shrine, bent his head for a 
minute or two over his folded hands, then rose and | 
went in and made his offering. On coming out he 
repeated his act of abasement, and then going down 
the steps with the same carcful, gliding movement, he | 
got into his droschky, the white face unmoved, and © 
was gone. 

A party of well-dressed children came rapidly up eine 
a couple of nurses in a well-built and well-turned-out 
Tarantass. Iwas curious to see how this young party 
would conduct their devotions under nursery guidance. 
But to my disappointment they did not stop. The 


coachman uncovered, and walked his well-bred horses 
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by the platform, the women made the boys take off. : 


their neat little caps—all bowed their heads and crossed , 


themselves, nurses and children; but they went on, @& 
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and in a moment were dashing through the arch. 

Then a stout young man, dandily dressed and with 
face rather flushed, drove up, or rather was driven up, 
as a Russian gentleman very rarely drives himeelf. 
He looked as though just risen from partdking of the 
“ pinguis ferina” on the boulevard and the Falernian. 
He jumped jauntily down from his silver-mounted 
droschky, took off his hat, hurried in a bustling manner 
up the steps and along the platform, in and out among 
the prayer-absorbed figures, dropped on one knee for 
a moment at the entrance, went in, returned quickly, 
down the steps and into his carriage, and was gone in 
an instant. 

And so it went on, this living, moving panorama of 
real life. Some peasant man would kneel only on the 
bottom step, languid and careworn in manner and ap- 
pearance, as if he had a hard life, and not much hope 
of making it softer by any act of his, not even with 
the aid of a little offering in that chapel, and so he 
made none. Two poor women, too, came and kneeled 
down on the lower steps, and then leaned their fore- 
heads on the step above them. The attitude and ex- 
pression of the figures denoted the deepest devotion, 
and a real sorrow which weighed them down. There 


they knelt for some minutes, their heads pressed against 
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the stones, as if telling out all the sad tale of their life 
to the Iberian Mother, no doubt with a faith that she 
could hear it all, and, if she would, could alleviate the 
pain. Ah! well! it is a thing not to be laughed 
away, a prop to lean on—to be able to feel in this 
world an undoubting faith in something, whatever it is. 

It is declared that this little shrine collects in the 
course of the year a sum equal to ten thousand 
English pounds sterling from these daily and other 
offerings. It is also said that a large portion of this 
sum is used to pay the stipend of the Metropolitan of 


Moscow. It is moreover whispered, under the rose, 


that the Iberian Mother possesses a little treasury of | 


her own, and that when a thousand pounds or so are 
wanted in the city for secular purposes the governing 
bodies do not make application at the shrine in vain. 
There is a method very peculiar to the Mother of 
addjeg to her treasure. She makes visits. So fer- 
vent is the devotion of the Muscovite mind to this 
“lady of Mount Athos,” and so profound the belief in 
her good deeds, that much of her time is taken up in 
going about in her carriage to various houses. Thus a 
carriage and four horses are kept for her use. Ifa 
new house is built by a true Russian of Moscow a 


request is made by the owner that, before he and his 
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agents for more, the agents were their own serfs very 
often and lent them their own money. Now the 
nobles cannot any longer play deep in this way, and 
so the commercial men in Moscow are taking their 
places. These men play even more heavily than the 
nobles did. At the Club you may see a thousand 
roubles on a card. However, these men by their 
losses do not do so much mischief as the nobles did. 
When these millionaires and others lose their money 
it goes to any other mill-owner, and the mill goes on; 
but if a noble damaged his estates, his people suffered, 
his land, his villages, his tradesmen, his children, 
everyone. Now the nobles are becoming more sensi- 


ble, and the next generation will be different men.” 
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CHAPTER XIII. : 


The Convent Simonoff—Extent and Wealth of the Establishment in 
Former Times—Day of St. Sergius, and Fair at the Convent— 
Superb Bell-tower—Varicties of Costume—Young Gamblers— 
Interior of the Simonoff—The Superior—His Reception by the 
Crowd—‘' Devoured with Kisses”—The Church—Earnest Devotion 
of a Youth—View from the Bell-tower—Disappearance of my 
‘* Murray”—Distribution of Beer—The Féte proper—Tea-drinking 
Booths—Sale of Melons and Honey—Beggars—Organ-Grinders— 
Female Shop-keepers of Moscow—Chorus-singing—Well-to-do 
Peasants. 


HE Moskwa, after flowing into the city from the 
Sparrow Hills, and washing the walls of the 
Kremlin, makes a sudden bend, and flows out again 


almost in the same direction by which it entered. At 


the point where the river leaves the city there are : 


high precipitous banks a little withdrawn from the » 


water. A meadow is between the stream and the 
high ground. On one of these heights stands the 


Convent Simonoff, an extensive collection of build- 


ings contained within a lofty, embattled, ponderous 


wall, dotted at intervals with imposing towers. This 


car 


y 


“tentatious way, keeping its fine buildings in good 
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is of red brick, and ig more than half a mile in cir- 
cuit. The convent is, in fact, a small fortress, and in 
the days of bows and arrows, and spears and clubs, 
and battering-rams and Tartar horsemen, it stood a 
good siege or two successfully, the monks beating off 
their assailants. The day came when new powers of 
warfare were in use, and then it was taken by the 
Poles and sacked. As it was once the most import- 
ant monastery in Russia, and had been enriched by 
numerous princely private gifts of great value, besides 
the treasures which it had collected as owner of large 
estates, the capture was an immense prize to the in- 


vading Pole. Imagine this convent possessing at one 


time numerous villages and twelve thousand serfs! 


What able diplomats must have been St. Sergius and 
his successors among religious devotees to amass such 
a property as this! Clearly the Greek papas did not 
think lightly of temporal power any more than does 
our neighbour, the Papa of Rome. However, the 
day of reverse arrived, and now the Simonoff pos- 
sesses neither village nor serf. But still it retains its 
hold on the affections and the devotions of the Rus- 


Sian people, and flourishes in a quiet, sensible, unos- 


gorder, maintaining a few monks, and supporting 


a 
~# nm © 


212 GOING TO THE FAIR. 


its services in its various and highly-ornamental 
churches. There are six churches—once not too 
many for its numerous monks and ecclesiastical dis- 
play in its palmy days—now, ir its hour of shrunk 
proportions, too like a mockery of grandeur! 

Hearing one day that there was to be a fair held at 
the Simonoff Convent, I thought it a good opportunity 
to pay it a visit. A fair at a convent sounded like a 
novelty. So I drove up there in a droschky, the dis- 
tance being between three and four miles from my 
hotel. On my way-along the river bank round the 
bend of the Moskwa in the town, I passed numerous 
knots of people, the women all in holiday costume, 
and the men in their best, all on the way to the Simo- 
noft. At length the houses ceased, and we came out 
on a sandy slope, an open space, our droschky reduced - 
to a walk through the deep track. Other droschkies 
and carriages, as well as telegas and tarantasses were 
on all sides toiling up the slope, and people on foot 
all cheery and laughing, all going to the fair—a gene- 
ral holiday. It was the day of St Sergius, the saint 
and founder of the convent. Reaching the top of the 
sandy slope, we found the vallum or boundary bank 
and ditch of the city running right and left, and over 
this parties of country people were clambering to join 
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the town throng. Passing a small wood or plantation 
of fir-trees, in the shade of which were reposing 
numerous little family circles, with their baskets of 
provisions, just arrived across the neighbouring vallum 
from their villages, we came out on a smooth broad 
space of turf. On this stood the Simonoff, its fine 
and lofty and ancient walls extending right across 
from near the vallum to within a few feet of the 
precipitous hill towards the river and the meadow. 
Over these towered up the cupolas and minarets of 
the various churches within, while near the angle by 
the pitch of the hill stood the superb bell-tower, 
rising storey over storey above the grand gateway, 
to a height of more than three hundred feet. This 
bell-tower is said to command a really better view of 
Moscow than either the Ivan Veliki tower in the 
Kremlin or the height of the Sparrow Hills. 

The large open space of turf was now covered with 
some two or three hundred carriages, while the people 
on foot might be counted by thousands. It was a grand 
day at the Simonoff. | 

I had with me an Italian as an interpreter, and so 
leaving our droschky on the grass, we tried to gain an 
entrance to the interior by the great gate beneath the 
bell tower. But this was locked for this day, and we 
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were directed to a gate elsewhere: Falling into 
the stream of people round the angle of the wall on the 
pitch of the hill, we found a narrow roadway under 
the ponderous battlemented inclosure for two or three 
hundred yards, and then we came to another gateway 
with a fine tower above it. This was the one permit- 
ted entrance to the courts within on this day, and here 
the different streams of people meeting from opposing 
sides along the wall, as well as another surging up the 
the hill at this point from a footpath across the mea- 
dow, there was a gathering. Not being in a hurry, 
I got out of the crowd and climbed a bank between 
the road and the pitch, and so could look on in peace 
at the moving panorama. There were no gentry in 
this mass, but all were rural folk or town populace. 
All were well dressed, and there was every kind of 
costume from different parts of the country. 

_ Amongst all people that I have seen, with the ex- 
ception of the Poles in the villages, who have a ghast- 
ly taste for being clothed entirely in white, and the 
Bohemians, who have a funereal fondness for a general 
suit of black, the usual costume has astrong admixture 
of red. The passion colour of Russia is decidedly red. 
Now in this crowd almost every woman wore some 


article of this colour, either her cap on her head, 
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or a kerchief on her neck, or her dress was red, or 
her bodice, or her stockings, —while the favourite 
wear of the men of the peasant class was a red shirt 
worn as a tunic with*a crimson belt. One of the com- 
mon articles of dress of the women was a Scotch 
woollen shawl of a red and black check. This Scotch 
shawl is a grand discovery for them, as it is light and 
warm, and is of the darling hue—red. 

Certainly the Russian people are a good-tempered, 
easy race. Here was a mass of persons all huddled 
together at this one gate, and yet I saw no pushing, 
no crushing, no quarrelling; and yet there was plenty 
of occasion for it. There were big burly men with their 
wives and children, heated and dusty from a long coun- 
try walk, the women having borne the burden and 
heat of the day, which means having carried a thump- 
ing child; and here were numbers of young peasant 
lads in rough canvas dresses,—all having one object, 
the gateway, and yet all were patient and good-tem- 
_ pered, chatting, laughing, happy. 

There was another use being made of the day of St. 
Sergius on the meadow under the hill. Just im front 
of me the stream of people from the river bank came 
up the pitch ; but immediately below me out on the 


grass by the pathway were several knots of young men 
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and lads standing about a little apart. These lads 
were all gambling. They stood in circles of eight 
and ten, and each lad of a circle took it in turn to 
toss a coin into the air and let it “all on the ground. I 
asked my guide what the game was. It appeared to 
be gambling pure—a variety of the good old game of 
‘heads and tails.” Each man of a circle was called 
on to declare that “he stood a kopeck” on the toss. 
Then the player having ascertained that all had de- 
clared, tossed, crying as he tossed “ heads ” or “ tails.” 
If it came up heads, then he received all round; and 
if tails, then he paid all round, or vice versa, as he cried 
on tossing. There were five or six of these groups. 
Some of them played high, and some played low. 
We could hear their challenges. One young fellow 
was very excited. Before he tossed the coin he cried 
out “two kopecks” to his circle. This group was play- 
ing high. ‘Two kopecks.” There were some litile 
hesitations, but presently they all declared, the young 
fellow saying little irritating things—tantamount to 
“ Now.then—who’s afraid ?—only two kopecks—never 
say die—make your fortune—only two—all declared? 
—up she goes! Heads!” The fair at the convent 
evidently had a side which was not religious and de- 
voted to the Virgin and St. Sergius. 
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The interior of the’Simonoff consists of a number of 
large and small buildings irregularly placed all round 
near the wall—with the exception of the principal 
church—the centre*being left open for grass lawns 
and shady avenues of dwarf limes, and pathways 
paved with flags, leading in various directions to the 
several churches. This interior is very pretty. On 
ordinary days it is a quiet retreat, inviting to study— 
a shady, orderly spot, like a college garden; a place 
of religious repose with an atmosphere of peace. But 
on this day of the féte it was a stirring scene of lay 
life, an invasion of the sacred precincts by the mun- 
dane, gaiety-loving outer world. People were lying 
on the grass in parties, or sitting on the benches 
under the avenues, or strolling along the many path- 
ways in knots. There was one of these—a wood- 
paved way—leading across the grass from the gate- 
way by which we had entered to the great church, 
and on this was collected all the way along a number 
of people. My guide said that the principal of the 
convent would pass along this path from his rooms by 
the gateway to the church, and the people were wait- 
ing for-him. So I sat down on a seat at the edge of 
the path near the flight of steps up to the church, and 


waited too. 
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It was a pleasant scene, the quiet—for there was no ~ 


noise beyond the low hum of the people—the shade, 
the grass, the cool paved way, the pretty dresses of 
the village folk, the many childrtn on the turf, not 
romping about, but orderly and seated with their 
parents; and here and there a few of the better classes 
from the city, apart and in knots of twos and threes 
in the avenue, in silk or muslin, with fashionable bon- 
nets. There were strawberries too going about in 
little white basins, and these were the centres of small 
happy groups on the turf. As I sat, a peasant 
woman with her red cap and blue dress came and 
stood near to wait for the papa, and with her was an 
engaging small girl of ten years of age. Her delicate 
face and fair hair tied up with a slip of pink silk, and 
her pretty brown eyes, were very attractive. Although 
I could not understand a word of her village talk, 
nor she of my efforts at classic Russ, we were soon in 
deep converse on the matter of a pink sash round her 
white dress, and ribbons of the same colour in her 
sleeves, and some white glittering beads in her jaunty 
cap; and we were in the middle of a marked flirta- 


tion, and I was meditating an advance into straw- 


berries, when suddenly there was astir among the. 


people, and an arranging of themselves into two lines 
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on either side the pathway. The Superior was com- 
ing. Presently I saw the lines of people surging 
backwards and forwards, the quiet order rapidly 
broken, people rushing about, women and children 
hurrying over the grass,.and then there was an in- 
creased hum of voices. The disturbance approached 
steadily and slowly, and at last it gained those before 
me. And now I saw that the cause of this was a 
slight and venerable man, in a priest’s dress, with a 
small black cap on his head, of cloth, full and hang- 
ing down behind, and ornamented in front with a bit 
of crimson velvet, and whose hands every person was 
determined to kiss as he advanced up the pathway. 
Four or five at a time, men and women, would make 
a dart at his left hand, and having gained possession 
of it, would kiss:it eagerly, fiercely, while others from 
the other side of the pathway got in front of him and 
fought for his right hand—they would have it. The 
old man stopped till the devotees had had their way. 
When they had kissed it they fell back contented, out 
of the way, and the patriarch advanced a step or two, 
till arrested again by the same furious devotion. He 
appeared to try to get on and to avoid some of this 
expression of love, and his old thin face turned from 


side to side wearily as he muttered a few words at 
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times. When he had both his hands free for a mo- 
ment then he raised them and crossed himself hur- 
riedly and uttered a blessing; but in an instant they 
were dashed at and pulled down ‘again, and, as may 
be said, “devoured with kisses.” So he got on, up to 
the steps at the entrance of the church. But here the 
struggle became worse than ever. The whole flight 
was a mass of people, so was the platform, and so was 
along covered raised arcade which ran round the 
sacred edifice. The old man mounted the steps at 
last, and passed into the arcade, and so into the 
church, thoroughly hustled by the ardent and reso- 
lute hand-kissmg crowd. How glad he must be, 
methought, to be inside and at his ease once more, 
poor old gentleman. But there is perhaps a certain 
gratification to the spirit of man even an this obtrusive 
and enormously demonstrative regard. Going into 
the arcade soon after, and following its course round | 
the interior fane, 1 found various small grated open- 
ings from the one to the other, so that people in the 
outer arcade were able to see and hear all that went 
forward in the interior. The church was more than 
ordinarily rich in gilding and painting, as became what 
was once the principal convent in Russia. But it was 


singularly small, so much of the interior being taken 
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up with the usual pillars and the surrounding corridor. 
Walking along this I found various small bodies of 
devotees, and in one corner a peasant lad in grey 
white canvas prostrate on the stones. After a time 
he got up, crossed himself with much earnestness, and 
then bowed down his head on to the stones again, 
and prostrated himself at length. He continued this 
succession of devotional movements for some time, 
and appeared to be quite wrapped in his offering of 
prayer and expression of humiliation. At last he 
picked up his cap and walked away slowly, with a 
certain sadness in his countenance and manner. I 
certainly never saw in any country a youth of this 
class so devout and apparently so impressed with 
what he was doing. 

From this I went to the famous tower. The stair- 
case was crowded with men and boys, also with 
pigeons, which disputed with us the possession of 
their customary dwelling. From the height of three 
hundred feet added to that of the hill on which the 
tower stands, the scene is truly grand. You are 
nearer to the city than when on the Sparrow Hills, 
and at a much higher elevation than when on the 
Ivan Veliki in the Kremlin. It was a sunny, still 


day, and the whole city fairly sparkled with its white 
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houses and green roofs and its ‘gardens, and its hun- 
dreds of gilded and glittering cupolas and belfries. 
Then there was the river flowing through it with its 
living and shining and graceful sweep of water, while 
on the meadow below the tower, and up the sandy 
slope, were the streams of people coming out to the 
convent. On the grassy table-land were the scat- 
tered masses of carriages, and in the courts of the 
convent were the crowds of gaily-dressed folk—a 
general festivity. From here too I discovered that 
the chief part of the féte was going on beyond the 
walls on the eastern side towards the vallum, beneath 
a grove of fine elm trees. 

While I was admiring the remarkable scene from 
the topmost chamber of the tower, two or three young 
peasants, dressed in grey-white canvas—lads similar 
to the devout youth in the arcade of the church— 
were very anxious to make my acquaintance, continu- 
ally following me from one window or opening to 
another, and pressing on me with a smiling familiarity, 
and addressing me in Russian. Through my com- 
panion I had some simple talk with these men as to 
their ideas of the fair, of the view of the city, of their 
village life. I must say that most of the notions I 


gained from them consisted of whatever may be found 
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in broad grins. However I may as well here add that 
some little time afterwards, on descending the lower 
stairs, I found my pocket lighter by a “Murray” 
which had been reposing therein, and which my com- 
panion told me I should perhaps find in the “ Thief 
Market,” near my hotel, for sale. But I never saw 
it again, or my young friends in grey white canvas, or 
the youthful devotee. 

Leaving the tower I followed a crowd up some 
steps to a large building, and found we were on our 
way to the kitchen. Here in an ante-room were two 
monks, the cook and his assistant. They were in 
long black dresses, and were in an extremity of heat, 
and, I may say, of dirt. They were engaged in serv- 
ing out kvas—a native beer—to all comers gratis on 
this day. However they were very courteous and 
civil men, and were anxious that I should not drink 
out of the enormous copper can which one of them 
held up for the peasants and others to take a good 
“pull” at the kvas. But I took my turn with my 
big and bearded and canvas-habited neighbours, the 
ponderous copper can and the gratuitous beer and 
the burly monk having about them a snack of ancient 
time and custom which recommended them much to 
my fancy. The kitchen was closed, perhaps pru- 
dently on a day of such doings. 
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So I went out to the féte proper. This was the 
fair. Here were rows of booths stretching along: 
under two rows of fine spreading trees, three or four 
lines of tents, and broad walks of-grass between them. 
Here were some thousands of people in every variety 
of garb, many well dressed and merely walking up 
and down in the shade, while others kept up a con- 
tinual shouting of their several wares for sale. One 
long line of booths was entirely occupied by tea- 
drinkers. These were neat small square places, 
some thirty or forty in number, built of white linen, | 
strained over a slight wooden frame, and capable each 
of holding a table and seats all round for six or eight — 
persons. There were white curtains to the entrance, | 
and every one all down the line was occupied by a. 
little party of men and women. The samovar was 
steaming on every table, and cups and saucers and 
various breads, or honey, or melons, or cakes, were 
on the white table-cloth. I found: one of these at 
last vacant, and took possession, so that while drink- - 
ing tea I could watch the humours of the place. » 
First, a man would pass with a pile of melons, yellow ‘: 
and green, rich and gorgeous, on a tray on his head, 
offering them at a fabulously low price—ten kopecks# 
a-piece—about three pence. Melons on a hot day in* 
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the shade after a dusty walk seemed to be in great 
demand. In the centre of the broad way a seller of 
honey, with a stand, stopped just opposite my tea- 
room and offered his» goods, large combs floating in 
broad pans of liquid honey. This seemed to be a 
favourite object of taste. Strapping young peasants 
stopped and bargained for it—so many kopecks for a 
cut of comb in a basin ; and then they ate it, standing 
there and cutting off large mouthfuls with the honey- 
merchant's knife. They threw back their shock 
heads and let huge lumps all reeking with the 
liquid fall into their capacious jaws. Sometimes when 
a man had finished one basin he hung about the 
stand, and then bargained eagerly for a second, and 
devoured it with gusto. It gave one the idea of a 
grand vigorous physique to look at these ample- 
‘bearded and big-bodied men tossing off these basins 
of honey, rich and luscious, and then sauntering off at 
their ease, perhaps to the next honey stall, for . 
another basin. Then men passed up and down with 
capacious trays of bread on their heads, the national 
kalatch forming always the greater part of the store. 
People in the tea-rooms bought them freely. Beggars 
perseveringly paid visits to every tea-room in turn, a 


woman and two children being the favourite arrange- 


fr 
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ment in this line of business. When they had col- 
lected a fair meal, such as the leavings of a tea-pot of 
some just vacated chamber poured out into a can 
carried. for this purpose, scraps of honey-comb, broken 
kalatches, sundry lollypops, or some melon rind, they 
sat down and discussed all this cheerily, and 
expended much jollity on the lollypops. When 
refreshed they went at once into business at 
the very next booth, resuming their little drama of 
deep sorrow, and bitter want, and general utter 
weariness of life. All this time there were the usual 
and universal barrel-organs going up and down the 
broad way. There were a number of these—the | 
strect music of Moscow as of London. A man always 
carried the instrument, and a woman invariably fol- 
lowed close behind. To judge by appearances of the» 
state of the organ world one would say that in London | 
almost every organ-grinder was a bachelor, while in.: 
Moscow every one indulged in the sweets of wedded 
life. They are travelled men. These were French or 
Italian. 1 spoke to one, and his acknowledgment 
for my kopecks was in good English, “Thank you, 
sir—much obliged,” a pleasant surprise. The man 
knew London, and he played me two or three of. the 
old accustomed airs; and I shut my eyes and fancied 
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myself for the moment, while listening, far away in 
the wonted haunts of the city on the Thames. There 
were many well-dressed women walking about, and 
my companion explaified the different status of the 
wearers. Two women would pass dressed in rich 
dark silk, deep brown, or dark green, or such like, 
and wearing on the head a close-fitting black silk cap, 
the whole style quite plain and without ornament. 
There was no shawl, and only a small simple kerchief 
round the neck. These were the upper class of shop- 
keepers, the women of the first Moscow houses. As 
a rule these were of large stout frame and of dark 
complexion. Then would come two—they were all 
in pairs—equally richly dressed, only that the colour 
was a little brighter, and the head-dress was a dark 
kerchief neatly bound round it. These were of the 
second class of shops. And then there were others, 
also in silken robe, but the colours stronger, and on 
the head was a dark kerchief, having long ends of 
brown or pink. These were of a third class. The 
Sclave type seemed to be strongly marked in most of 
them. To judge of their business by their size, one 
would say shopkeeping was a flourishing way of life 
in Moscow, and that good eating and drinking formed 


‘a considerable part of trade. 
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Beyond the grove of trees‘and the booths there 
was a broad meadow of soft and brilliantly green 
grass, and here were groups of people scattered over 
it in all directions. But the Simonoff Fair was de- 
ficient in many things which constitute the glories of 
a British festa of this kind. The Simonoff Fair was 
limited in its gaieties, and its revels were subdued, as 
a convent festa should be. There were no caravans 
‘of wild beasts from Africa, or farthest Ind,—no 
theatre for the Thespians, no stage for Shakespeare’s 
heroes to strut their little hour, no circus for horses 
of genius, no Aunt Sally, no giant from China. 
People on the meadow seemed to be engaged princi- 
pally in doing nothing particular. The only amuse- 
ment appeared to be an occasional circle of perhaps 
twenty persons seated on the grass, in the centre of 
which was a man with some instrument of music, a 
tambourine or a kind of drum, and he led a song, the 
circle joining in chorus. The man was dressed in a 
costume of pink knickerbockers and vest, and a cap 
with feathers cocked jauntily on his head, and bright 
stockings and slippers. .This seemed a kind of musical 
uniform. The men had good manly voices, and the 
chorus was thoroughly energetic. The scene rather 
reminded me of the Nile boat singer and his en- 
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cirling chorus, for the song appeared to be a kind of 
impromptu, the man saying what suited him, to amuse 
his auditory. People clustered round these circles 
and seemed to enjoy the sallies of the singer and his 
music. Men in red came about with refreshments, 
trays of cakes and various breads, and others with 
huge glass decanter-shaped bottles of a dark red 
liquid, cherry-water. Among the groups were a 
number of peasant families, father, mother, and chil- 
dren, strolling about at their ease, well-dressed and 
happy, the older men in dark cloth, the women in 
bright-coloured dresses, shawls, and caps. But the 
most remarkable figures of all were the men of the 
well-to-do peasant class, men from thirty to fifty years 
of age, ih the national costume. These were the dan- | 
dies of the fair. I observed one man with greyish 
hair more than usually got up. This man’s long boots 
were of fine polished leather, and were wrinkled from 
the calf to the ankle, quite in the style of the Hessian 
boot of our younger days. His knickerbockers were 
_ of black velvet, and the red tunic was spotless. The 
, buttons of his dark vest were red, and the cord round 
: his waist was of silk, with neat tassels. A gorgeous 
‘brooch was in his black neck-tie, and the small cap 
on his short grey hair was of black velvet. His 
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face was clean shaven, and his countenance bright and 
full of intelligence, the figure tall, and slight, and 
graceful, while the never-failing dark great-coat over 
all gave to the whole man a look of strength and sub- 
stance. But the women with him were of the real 
peasant class, in brightest of colours. 

‘These people were serfs the other day,” said my 
companion, in reply to my question, “all of those 
you see, with a few exceptions; now they are all 
free. That man,” pointing to the “dandy” with grey 
hair, “‘and those dressed like him, had probably been 
permitted by their masters to trade, and thew -uade a 
good thing of it.” 
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CHAPTER XIV. 


The Kitai Gorod—The Bazaars—Their Great Extent—The Shop-keepers 
—Playing at Draughts—Commerce in “ the Rows”—Jewish Money- 
dealers—The Balance of Trade—Drain and Hoarding of the Pre- 
cious Metals—Exhaustion produced by the Crimean War—Com- 
parative Value of Silver and Paper Roubles—Prevalence of Forgery 
—Curiosities of Russian Finance—Objections to War on the Part 
of Russia—Madness of the War Party and Fanaticism of the Re- 
ligious Party—Questionable Practices—Russia and her Roman 
Catholic Subjects. 


MMEDIATELY in front of the windows at the 
Hotel Dusaux was, as I have said before, across 
° the Boulevard a flight of steps and an archway in 
- the Kitai wall by which foot-people were continually 

passing at all hours into and out of the Kitai Gorod. 

This was my way too, for it was a resource and an 
- amusement, when too hot for much walking, to cross 
athe sunny Boulevard, and plunge at once into the 
® narrow and shady streets of the Kitai. At the far 
: side of this, and near the Kremlin, were the bazaars 
“lof Moscow. The natives called these the Rows, being 
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long lines of narrow straight’ covered ways. . How 
luxurious it was on these sultry and glaring days of 
August or September to get away from the house and 
the dusty Boulevard and the “blazing sunshine into 
the bazaars! From the hot street, where droschky 
horses stood about in pink linen to shade them from 
the burning rays and teazing flies, it was more than a 
solace to turn suddenly from the glare, which made 
your eyes ache, into the gloom of the bazaar. How 
cool and refreshing and soothing it was! Behind 
you was the street, looking like a lighted caldron, 
or the burning fiery furnace into which Shadrach and 
his companions were cast; and before you, extending 
far on and on, the extremity invisible or only glim- 
mering as a small point of light, was the lohg, dim, 
cool, silent passage or row. These always reminded 
me of the straight street at Damascus, or the street of 
the cotton and linen merchants at Cairo—so quiet, so 
grateful to every sense, were they in their dim light 
and their repose. There was this difference, however, 
that in the Syrian and Egyptian bazaars there were 
donkeys with ladies on them, as in the days of the 
Caliph Haroun Alraschid, making their purchases of 
the pale and handsome Eastern merchants, as they sat 
among their goods in the shop front, or, maybe, -car- 
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rying on a little quiet love affair under the screen of 
muslins ; while here, in the Moscow bazaars, were no 
four-footed animals bearing closely-veiled Sultanas, or 
British ladies, engaged in either love or shopping. 
Here all were on foot. These rows were never crowd- 
ed, for they were of such extent—miles, indeed, of 
them—that although there was more trade carried 
on in them than in all the rest of Moscow put to- 
gether, yet such was their extent, that the numbers 
of buyers were too scattered to produce any crowd at 
any point. This absence of many people at any one 
point aided to give an air of idleness to the place. 
Their breadth varied. Sometimes they were fourteen 
or fifteen feet across from shop to shop, and some- 
times Only ten or twelve; while at some angles, 
where were cross bazaars, the breadth might be 
nearer twenty feet. All were paved with large 
smooth flags, and were roofed in at some fourteen ‘or 
fifteen feet from the ground, the shaded light let in 
by small side windows in the roofs. As you strolled 
leisurely along, the owners of the shops, all well- 
dressed men, in the unfailing large loose Russian 
coat, would be sitting or lounging on their counters, 
or on the shop front in conversation, or often enough 
seated on low chairs outside the shops on the pave- 
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ment with a small table or stool between them on 
which was a draught-board. 

Two often would be playmg at draughts, while 
others looked on. How often as I strolled along by 
these men thus engaged at their ease, I was reminded 
of the Damascus men occupied in the same way, but 
at chess instead of draughts! Had these Moscow sy- 
barites been playing at chess I could never have re- 
sisted the temptation to stop and watch them, or even 
to sit down and playa game. The place and the 
scene, the quiet and the ease, were so inviting. If 
I had won the game, how natural it would have 
been to buy something of the loser, and only beat 
him down about one third of the price asked for the 
article, instead of half; and if I had lost, to fix on 
something good in the shop, and try to balance the 
matter of loss and gain by a laughing doggedness of 
will to pay much less than half the price, and carry 
it off. But the Muscovites did not play chess, though 
I wandered all through the bazaars in search of a 
chess-player. They all played draughts, but no chess 
—and draughts and I have no friendship. 

It was a custom, as well as a constant amusement, 
to make purchases of these men. Nothing could be 
more courteous than their manner of inviting your 
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custom as you stopped a moment and looked at their 
goods. If you declined and passed on, they thanked 
you—for the courtesy of stopping. If you singled 
out any article, or inguired for one, there was an an- 
xiety to offer it, and the most studied eagerness to 
please you—and then began the combat of courtesy 
and gain. Asa rule, you always met the price asked 
with a shake of the head—a mild objection; and then 
this being the first blow, others followed; until per- 
haps after ten minutes of conflict, you holding on 
steadily to your offer, and the man abating and _hesi- 
tating till he had reached the point below which he 
would not descend, another man, perhaps the shop- 
owner, would come forward from somewhere, put on 
a hard look, and carry the article away to the back 
of the shop, as if to put it away. The matter was 
finished, the struggle was over—he could not sell it 
at such a flagrant loss—his credit was concerned in 
not letting it go. Then you would put on a hard look 
too, and walk away. But as you went with one ear 
listening backwards, you would hear a call, “You 
shall have it;” and then all the assumed sullenness 
was fled, and smiles were in its place, and you se- 
cured your prize—and perhaps commenced another 
little similar joust. This was the way and custom of 
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commerce in “‘ the Rows.” Even when I gained my 
prize for less than half the original demand, I was 
always told by the experienced at the hotel that I 
had “ paid dear for my whistle.”* There are a great 
number of small ornaments of native Moscow manu- 
facture, and every day that I went into the Rows 
there was always something fresh to tempt the rou- 
bles from my purse ; but the fault of this system pur-. 
sued in buying and selling is that you never know if 
you are paying the fair value of any article. 

One day strolling through these shady ways as 
usual, I saw two or three men with piles of gold and 
silver coins as their stock in trade. Here were gold 
pieces of ten roubles and five roubles, and silver ones 
of a rouble, half a rouble, a quarter, and so on. On 
asking my companion, an Italian, where these men 
had these coins from, as there were none in general 
circulation, he said in a laconic way, as if that were 
a complete and satisfactory reply to any question on 
money, “These men are all Jews.” More than this 
my companion knew nothing. 

On applying to an Englishman resident in Moscow, 
a day or two afterwards, on this subject of gold and 
silver, and observing on the singularity of a great 


country such as Russia having no gold or silver in com- 
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mon use, but only factitious copper and depreciated 
paper, he said—“ Our money condition is a lamentable 
one here; the balance of trade with the foreigner is 
heavily against us, and so, what with the hoarding by 
the natives of all silver they can manage to obtain and 
keep, and the consumption of the precious metals 
in payment to the foreigner of the interest of our debt, 
and the further payment of the foreigner for articles of 
import beyond what our exports balance, there is not 
much silver or gold left for general use in the country. 
You see,” he went on, “the greater part of Russian ex- 
port is of bulky articles, raw produce, and the greater 
part of our import consists of manufactured goods. 
One ship-load of the latter coming here requires a good 
many ship-loads of the former going abroad to pay for. 
it, and as the Russian wants to have the enjoyment of 
all the articles of civilized life—all the most expensive 
things—he finds in the end that he has not enough 
of cheap raw produce to pay for the dear articles of 
finished skill, without paying away his gold and silver 
besides. This, and the interest of the national loans to 
Rothschild, and Hope, and so on—some of the heavy 
cost of the Crimean War—which, of course, must 
be paid in metals, and not in worthless paper, and the 
hoarding by the people, utterly exhaust them, or 


we 
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nearly so. In fact, if we did not issue paper we should 
not go on at all. We are like the Americans with 
their greenbacks. We go on with our greenbacks 
here, but it is an utterly fictitious condition of things.” * 


* Since the return of the author to England the following communi- 
cation has been made to him in writing by a gentleman in London well 
acquainted with the subject :— 

‘“The facts stated respecting the present condition of Russian trade 
and currency are undoubtedly correct, but the causes that have led up 
to this condition of Russian finances are, I think, only partially so. It 
is true enough no doubt that for years past Russia has imported foreign 
goods very largely in excess of the value of her exports, and the balance 
of trade thus arising has m the usual course of things been paid by 
specie remittances. I hardly think, however, that this drain on her 
specie resources can account altogether for the total disappearance of 
the precious metals that seems to have taken place. I believe that the 
greatest cause is the Crimean War, which so completely and utterly 
exhausted Russia in her resources of men and money that she has never 
been able to recover herself; and it is, I think, the opinion of those who 
are most intimately acquainted with such subjects, that it will still take 
years for the country to right itself in its finances. Russia has, how- 
ever, boundless resources, and if she can only keep at peace, and also 
modify her late extravagant expenditure in unproductive Government 
works, there can, I think, be no doubt that the development of her 
foreign trade will gradually put her on her legs again. The Russians 
no doubt have a habit of hoarding coinage whenever they can, and this 
fact, together with that of the Government making no fresh issues, 
accounts for the circulating medium being so entirely paper. The 
Government have the power of increasing this to any extent they please, 
and a too abundant issue of notes of course sufficiently accounts for the 
depreeiation of this medium.” 

It would appear from the above that there is scarcely an appreciable 
difference in the opinions held at Moscow and in London as to the 
condition of the finances of Russia and of the causes of this, while the 
views of well informed persons in both cities as to the disastrous effects 
on her financial prospects of a foreign war are identical. 
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_ TL observed that onspurchasing a silver rouble in the 
bazaar,.as a test of the relative value of the silver and 
the paper, I had been obliged to pay a paper rouble 
and seven-pence English besides as the price of a 
silver rouble—a heavy depreciation of the Govern- 
ment paper, equal to more than one-sixth ; for if you 
take the silver rouble to represent three shillings, the 
paper rouble thus represents rather less than half a 
crown. 

‘And this,” said my companion, “does not tell 
the whole malady. We have forgery to a great ex- 
tent, a constant forgery of the Government paper; 
and this is almost winked at by the Government.” 

‘““Winked at by the Government!” said I, in as- 
tonishnrent, and for a moment the idea ran through 
my mind of England in the condition of having no 
sovereigns or shillings or half crowns in general cir- 
culation, but only paper and halfpence, and our five- 
pound notes depreciated, and passing at about four 
pounds five shillings each; and these only in Great 
Britain, and worth much less at Paris and refused in 
payment except as a favour. 

“T will tell you a story,” said my companion, “ and 
you shall judge for yourself. Therg. is a large Go- 
vernment office, or bank, here in Moscow, where 
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money is paid out to the offtcials, and where the 
taxes are paid in. An acquaintance assured me only’ 
the other day that he had occasion to receive a sum 
of money from the Governments, and accordingly he 
went to this office and presented his written demand 
for the sum due. He received it in paper roubles, of 
course. As he had to pay in some taxes he went to 
another department in the same building, and offered 
in payment some of the paper he had that moment 
received from the Government cashier. The receiver 
of taxes examined all the rouble notes carefully, and 
among them, to the astonishment of my friend, he ob- 
jected to receiving one, as it wasa forgery. ‘ But,’ 
said my friend, ‘that cannot be, because I have only 
this instant received these roubles at the vashier’s 
office in this building.’ Still the man objected. ‘The 
note is forged, and I cannot receive it; I know no- 
thing of where you obtained it.” My friend paid his 
taxes, and then returned to the cashier from whom 
he had received the forged note. Presenting it to him, 
he said, ‘This is a forged note which you gave me 
just now, please to give me another.’ ‘What do I 
know about forged notes?’ replied the cashier; ‘we 
have no forged notes here.’ But my friend in-: 
sisted—‘ You paid me those notes half an hour since; ’ 
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and when I offered thtm to the receiver of taxes in 
the next corridor, he refused this one as a forgery. 
Of course it is a mistake on your part.’ ‘I know no- 
thing of forged notes,’*said the cashier ; ‘we make no 
mistakes. You must have made the mistake and got 
it from some one else.’ And so the cashier closed the 
door of his caisse, and the discussion.” 

‘And what,” said I, “did your friend do with his 
forged note? For what sum was it ?” 

“Tt was a fifty rouble note. Well, he took it to 
his own banker, and told his story. ‘What can I do 
with it ?’ said he to the banker. The reply was very 
curious. The banker called up one of his senior 
clerks and showed him the note. ‘ What is it worth ?’ 
said he t6 his clerk. ‘It is worth forty-five roubles,’ 
said the clerk; and so my friend parted with his 
_ forged note at a loss of five roubles.” 

“But,” said I, “how could the banker afford to 
pay so much for the note, and how could it serve him 
to purchase it at all?” 

My acquaintance laughed. 

“There are very curious things take place,” said he, 
“in money matters in this country. The banker's 
clerk has told me since-that he would much rather 


have anyone bring forged notes to him as a matter of 
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business, than good ones, becaus® there is more money 
to be made of these in disposing of them than there 
is in the usual way of money business.” 

Certainly, when one considers these two little facts 
connected with the Government bank at Moscow and 
the private bankers, my companion might well smile 
and say, ‘“‘ There are very curious things done in mo- 
ney matters in Moscow.” 

In connection with the subject of money I may re- 
late the following :—A party of gentlemen one day 
had been talking of the financial condition of Russia, 
and the conversation turned on the rumours of her 
again urging on Turkey reforms in respect of the 
Christians in the East, even to the extent of threats. « 
“War!” exclaimed one gentleman, “ what*have we | 
to do with war now? We want peace—that is what | 
we want, to carry out our internal changes, and get 
the country into some kind of order. We are alla 
tort et & travers—at sixes and sevens—about our mo- 
ney matters, our law, our regulations about land and 
wages, and all this requires peace. Why, we have 
no money for war.” I observed that it appeared to 
foreigners they had plenty of work at home to oc- 
cupy the Government in arranging all these internal 


matters without a foreign war. ‘We do not want . 
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~ war, and we cannot afford war now,” was the reply. 
~’“ How can we go into an expensive war without ‘mo- 
ape Look at our financial condition—look at our 





;. circulation, mere paper, bad paper, and copper—no 
. - gold and no silver, and everything in a state of poli- 
» tical change in the ~— It would be like mad- 
“sness to go into a war.” I observed that they always 
had a little war going on to keep their hands in to- 
wards India in the far East.- “‘ Ah! that is quite an- 
other thing,” was the rejoinder ; “‘it does not cost so 
much to keep up a few troops out there, and beat 
those half-barbarian peoples, and make them pay as 
we go on for being beaten—that is one thing, but it 
is another to enter upon an immense war with the 
great powers of Europe, who have enormous armies 
#ond navies and unlimited wealth in money and re- 
“sources, while we are impoverished, and have not 
hi alf recovered from the last war. No, no; we have 
a war-party, of course, who look at everything through 
a that medium, but who are bad politicians; and we 
: hf ve a fanatical party in religion, who are worse than 
a e others, and who are madmen in politics. No, 
w ; let us have peace, and get things into order at 
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It need only be added that we have lately seen 
the war party and the religious party push on the 
Russian Government to the very verge of war with 
the Turks, and then, when the Government found it- 
self in the presence of resisting Turkey and of disap- 
proving France and England and Austria, stop short 
of the last resort, and listen to the voice of prudence 
of her best political friends at home, and mark the 
threatening state of her finances, and make a rather 
undignified retreat from her menacing position behind 
angry demands and pompous advice. It is scarcely 
worthy of a great power like Russia to resort to such 
questionable practices as those in Greece and Crete. 
What would she say to any Roman Catholic power 
which should act towards her own subjects of that 
faith in Poland and Russia on account of religion as 
she does not hesitate to do towards Turkey in regard 
of the subjects of that power of the Greek faith on 
account of their religion? ‘So long as Russia treats 
her own Roman Catholic subjects with such intoler- 
ance, Christians as they are, she can hardly expect 
much credit in the eyes of the world for religious and 
Christian objects in her conduct towards Turkey. 
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Visit to Nijni Novgorod—Travelling in Russia in Old Times—Carriages 
— on Russian Railways—Persistent Smokers—The Passion for Tea— 
» Convenient Arrangement—My First Impression of Nijni—Peculi- 
: arities of the Fair—Affluence of Foreign Merchants—The Chinese 
Row —Life of the Merchants during the Fair—Roads in Russia— 
Cossacks—Magnificent View from the Plateau—Vessels in the 
River—Former Importance of Nijni—Curious Story relating to the 
Sacred Bell of Nijni—En Gargon at the Fair—A Russian recherché 
Dinner—Visit to the Landlord’s Fish-Wells—The Tea-Stores— 
Shops and Shopping—A Young Noble and his Wife—Decline of 
Nijui. 
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‘A NY one going to Moscow would be considered as 
leaving a prime part of his Russian visit unpaid 
‘if he omitted Nijni Novgorod. In the old days, how- 


ever—which means only thirty years simce—a visit to 
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Nijni was a very serious matter. 


All travelling in Russia required something more 


_than a mere fancy to see any given place; it required 
a strong desire in the making of the preparations, and 
+ @ strong will to carry them to a conclusion. Two or 


4 three hundred miles of journeying on roads which 
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were only tracks, in carriages’ without springs, and, 
when stopping for what should be rest, finding inns 
where was an unfurnished room and a hard bedstead 
for the weary man, but no bedding beyond what he 
took with him; all these were troubles which a man 
did not face without an effort. 

Thus the journey from Moscow to Nijni was a mat- 
ter not lightly to be undertaken. The getting there 
was one thing, and then the getting back again was 
another. It was very easy to say, “Go to Nijni,” but 
the going was not easy at all. But now the day of 
these things is past and gone. My acquaintances fre- 
quently put to me this question, ‘‘ Of course you will 
gotoNijni? There is a railway—it takes only twelve 


hours.” 

Besides this, our consul was kind enough to aid my 
visit to Nijni by an offer to give me a letter of imtro- 
duction to an English gentleman there, a merchant. 
This was an incentive the more, so one night I put my- 
self on the railway for the celebrated place of Eastern 
trade. 

The Consul had, moreover, given me this opinion : 
“If you have no particular object of inquiry to make 
at Nijni—one which will occupy some days; if you 


are only going there to see the fair, for a cursory 
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» visit, the best plan is to start from here by the night 
i; train, which is the best—all the merchants go by it— 
a you Will be at Nijni in the morning. Pass the day 
. there, and return by the night train. You will save 
yourself much discomfort and a bad bed by this ar- 
: rangement.” 
- At ten o’clock one night I started for Nijni. No- 
thing could be better than the carriage; fitted up as 
. the Russian carriages are with arm-chairs arranged 
* singly or in pairs about its long extent. There were 
‘seventeen armchairs. The entrances are at the two 
| extreinities of the long car, which is much warmer by 
‘this arrangement. There is an anteroom, too, at each 
7 end, which adds to the warmth, a necessary thing in 
the winters of that severe climate. The country ap- 
peared to be of the same character as that round Mos- 
| cow, waving, and with woods scattered all over it. The 
‘’s only objectionable circumstance of the journey was that 
some of my companions—the car was about half full 
a —smoked at intervals all through the night. <A 
a gentleman and lady occupied chairs at my end, and 





" these two lit their cigars (the lady a cigarette, of 
course) at once. After smoking one or two each, 
‘they arranged themselves with pillows for the night, 
and went to sleep. 
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I have no very great objectioh to a cigar in a rail- 
way carriage, though not now a smoker myself; but 
still there is a limitation to this negative liking. At 
about one in the morning the lady—she was a small 
person of the Sclave type of prettiness, white skin, 
dark sleepy eyes, rather full lips, high cheek bones, 
and a soft undulating figure—she awoke, and rousing — 
herself from a combination of white pillow and red 
woollen shawl and coquettish red and black close- 
fitting cap and a framework to her face of white 
cambric, to my surprise she applied to her gentleman 
for a cigarette. He wasa German, to judge by his 
looks, young and with a well-bred manner. They 
had a cigar in company, and then slept again. At 
dawn the same thing happened. After an early cup 
of tea at a station they smoked steadily all the way to 
Nijni, which we reached at ten. I thought this pretty 
fair work for a young lady. 

As a specimen of the passion for tea in Russia, one of 
my fellow-travellers performed a considerable feat in 
the consumption of this article. Inside each window of 
the railway carriage there is a small arrangement which 
is very convenient. This is a flap of wood in the form 
of a half circle which plays on hinges. When unused and 
let down it lies flat against the side of the carriage, and. 
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when wanted it is rdised and formsa small table. On 
this ]adies place their work, or a book. My opposite 
neighbour, a middle-aged gentleman, at one station 
ordered tea. This was put in through the window, 
a small tray with cup and saucer, a small porcelain tea- 
pot filled with odoriferous tea, and a large one hold- 
ing, perhaps, three pints of boiling water. This was 
placed on the small table between him and me, with 
many expressions of courtesy on his part and wishes 
that I might not be inconvenienced thereby. “Of course 
I was not incommoded.” The train started and my 
neighbour began his tea. He soon emptied the teapot, 
and then he replenished it from the large pot of water, 
for hardly did he finish off one cup before he poured 
out another. I never saw a man so happy and so 
jealous of his tea. No old cottager in the dear old 
country parish of my boyhood—and there were some 
very severe performers in that line in our parish—and. 
no middle-aged or youthful dame ravenous for her tea 
at five in the afternoon—that new and beautiful insti- 
tution of the present age—ever was more intent on 
her cup as the dark stained liquid rose higher and 
higher in the small pink and green porcelain bowl, or 
more greedy of every drop of it, than was. my neigh- . 
bour as he watched the flow of the perfumed stream 
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from the small spout. And the how he held back 
his head and drained it to the dregs! By degrees the 
large pot naturally became light, the teapot did the 
same, and as we drew up to another station, so vigor- 
ously had the gentleman applied himself to his work, 
that nothing remained but emptiness; and my neigh- 
bour dismissed the whole little apparatus through the 
window, and then betook himself to his slumbers with 
something like four pints of tea under his. waistcoat. 

We reached Nijni at ten on the following morning. 
There I found a considerable station supplied with all 
requisites either for breakfast or dinner. Having dis- 
cussed the former I put myself into the hands of a 
droschky driver with the address of the English mer- 
chant. ‘Mr. P—” said he, as I named the gentleman 
in question; “I know him, he lives in the Chinese 
Row.” So we started for the Chinese Row. 

It had been rainy weather for the last few days, so 
we drove through much mud and by various streets of 
water to the Chinese Row. Nijni under the circum- 
stances was not prepossessing. From meagre accounts 
I had imagined the fair at Nijni to be in a degree like 
other fairs ; a succession of streets of booths and cover- 
ed arcades extending over a large space of ground at. 
the edge of the town. But I found none of these 
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things. There is a &mall town of Nijni lying along the 
south bank of the Volga, partly along the level shore 
and partly climbing up the steep bank or hill be- 
yond it, and surrotinded by the Castle, Citadel, and 
Cathedral, and other large buildings. Opposite this, 
across the river, is another town, the Nijni of the 
fair. The first isan ordinary old Russian town of per- 
manent brick and stone habitations. The second is a 
place consisting of bazaars and endless rows of low 
wooden one-storey buildings of all sorts and kinds of 
architecture, Muscovite, Armenian, Turkish, Chinese, 
Tartar, occupied for the time of the fair, and for that 
only, by the people of the different countries, each 
bazaar by its own people. By these means whatever 
kind of merchandise a merchant may want, he knows 
exactly where to go in search of it. This town of 
bazaars is only alive during the period of the fair, about 
two months, when it is filled to overflowing with a 
mass of people from the four quarters of the earth, 
varying from three to four hundred thousand persons. 
The fair over, the whole of them depart; the rows 
are locked up, the mosque and church are closed, the 
houses are swept clear of all furniture, bare walls alone 
remain, the folks of Nijni go back over the river, and 
the place is dead and shut up. Then it is a place of 
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silence and loneliness for nine or ten months, during 
the long winter and spring, until the summer and the 
fair arriving together wake it again into a temporary 
and spasmodic life. : 
Mr. P 


his temporary residence in the Chinese Row. These 





, the English merchant from Moscow, had 


rows are wide open streets, bordered by low houses, 
with a covered area running along the whole length 
of the street on either side. By this arrangement 
people walk about the place under shelter from sun 
or rain, by no means a superfluous protection, con- 
sidering that we were then under the malign in- 
fluence of much rain and high winds. This row of 
houses was built in a Chinese style, with deep pro- 
jecting roofs, and the corners of these turned up and 
ornamented each with a yellow bell—small, low, sub- 
stantial houses. 

Entering a kind of warghouse where much active 
packing of goods was going on, I was directed to a 
flight of newly-built wooden stairs in a corner, and on 
mounting these to an upper open warehouse, I was 
directed toa door. Within this were two small rooms 
or closets, the sanctum and dwelling of Mr. P——, 





the rich merchant, during the fair. This is the custom 
of the place. A merchant rents for the two. months 
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one of these houses, bare walls below and bare rooms 
above. Here he comes en gargon, brings with him a 
few articles of furniture, fits up his two closets for the 
nonce, transacts his business, sleeps in this domicile, 
and, as he is allowed to light no fire in these wooden 
buildings, lives at some eating-house with the mer- 
chant world. It is a life thoroughly commercial, un- 
domestic, and republican. 

Nothing could be neater,or fresher than the small 
apartment of Mr. P , with its sofa, its tables, its 





easy-chairs, and its inner dormitory belongings. All 





these had come down from Moscow. Mr. P at 
once in the most obliging manner placed himself and 
his time at my disposal. He had arrived but the day 
before at Nijni, and this first day he would devote to 
me and idleness. What could be more gracefully 
polite? First he led me through some of the rows, 
of the Armenians, of Persians, and the men of the 
Caucasus. Nothing could be neater or more 
orderly. A covered way or verandah ran along the 
whole side of the row or street, and in their several 
door-ways, in twos and threes, sat or lounged the men 
from the distant East, men with the sharp pale face 
of the Armenian, the dark rich complexion of the 
Persian, the bronzed and high features of the Cau- 
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casian, the two former in their long blue cloth robes, 
and the latter always in grey. All these arcades were 
neatly paved with brick. Street after street we passed 
in this way, each arcade alive with moving figures of 
men and women, and each row showing us fresh cos- 
tumes and different goods. Nothing could be more 
picturesque or more neatly arranged, save and except 
that the roadway of forty or fifty feet breadth was but 
a muddy track from one line of arcades across to the 
other. Russia has no care for roads, even up to the 
gates of Moscow ; how then should she care for them 
at a temporary place like the fair of Nijni? Droschkies 
and carriages, telegas and tarantasses, drove along 
these tracks, getting through the soft deep soil as well 
as they could. Occasionally a small party of Cossacks, 
five or six, in loose order, in their long grey coats 
and peaked caps, and mounted aloft on their high 
saddles far above their low wiry horses, went by. 
Their enormously long lances, with bare steel polished 
pike-heads, had a most truculent and business-like 
look. They were small men, fair, and with sharp 
features. These were the police of the fair. As I 
looked at them, the first I had seen, there rose up be- 
fore the mind’s eye scenes in which these little men 


had played a fierce and unrelenting part with that fatal. 
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lance—scenes in which the unhappy French, on their 
retreat from Moscow, had learned to look on them as 
wolves of the forest, as men who gave no quarter to 
their crippled foe—and then other scenes, in which 
Gogol paints them, in “ Tarass Boulba,” coming up 
from their Vetch on the Dnieper in thousands, spread- 
ing as a destroying spirit of evil over the land, and 
burning and devastating village and farm as they 
advanced, leaving but a desert behind them. Now 
these wolves of the forest were subdued, and trained 
to act as police at a fair. 

We got into a droschky and crossed the river by 
a wooden floating bridge, supported on barges moored 
in the stream. What a grand stream it is! The 
bridge seemed to be nearly half a mile in length, and 
the breadth was immense to allow of the unceasing 
and multitudinous traffic on it. For full half-way 
across there appeared to be endless establishments on 
spacious floating houses on the below bridge side, 
stretching away far down the stream. Many of these 
were the tenements of the fishmongers, who kept in 
deep capacious wells the royal sturgeon and the lus- 
cious sterlet, princes among fish, for the luxurious 
‘gourmands among the merchants at the fair. 


Driving over the bridge, my companion and I found 
a ~— A eee 
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ourselves in an ordinary, ill-pavéd, dirty town. We 
soon left the street and mounted the hill, a long steep 
winding road, to the citadel, and passing this came 
out on a plateau commanding a noble bit of scenery. 
The hill sloped down rapidly with an unbroken in- . 
cline to the river. The position is singularly fine, 
for the town stands at the extremity of a river-en- 
circled tongue or tract of lofty table-land coming up 
from the south; and the citadel on the summit looks 
over a wide extent of lower country waving or level 
to the north and east and west beyond the stream. 
From the plateau the course of the Volga and its 
junction with the Ocka, and all the far champaign 
dotted with villages and churches, lay beneath the 
eye. The plateau was prettily laid out with shaded 
walks and bosquets, and there were pavilions and 
restaurants with creature comforts for the practical 
man. 

Lying off the town both above and below the 
bridge were a countless number of vessels of all 
kinds, from the common boat of the native and the 
huge unwieldy craft laden high with hay and wood, - 
the Russian colours at the mast-head, to the various 
barges of primitive construction of the dwellers on: 
the banks who had sent their goods on board to the! 
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fair, and the neat long flat-sided screw steamers of 
the many steamboat companies which trade between 
{Nijni and Astracan, the union jack flying at the 


‘stern. Here in this far country how companionable 






gand hearty looked the universal flag! Across the 
dbridge and on the tongue of land which is formed by 
“the junction of the Ocka and the Volga, was the fair, 
‘its long low lines of bazaars extending far and wide 
over the intervening space. 
In the earlier times of Russia, in the fourteenth cen- 
tury, Nijni was the capital of a section of the country, 
and its fine position on a lofty hill over the Volga 
| must have given it a considerable strength and influ- 
ence. Situated at the junction of two large rivers it 
fuled over the people on their banks for a wide dis- 
tance, and its sovereign held in his hands the traffic 
of the mighty stream. 

; As we stood there enjoying the fine scenery, the bells 
_ from the church tower in the citadel, near the wall of 
“which we were standing, rang out their musical peal. 
ie “There is a curious story connected with that 
“church,” said my companion. “There is one bell 
in the tower which is the sacred bell of Nijni. It 
happened one day that I came up here with two 

English gentlemen to see the citadel. After we had 
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seen the other buildings we went into the church and 
up into the bell-tower. Now here was an ancient 
wooden clock of curious construction, and one of the 
gentlemen wishing to examine the works the keeper 
of the tower set off down the turret to get the key of 
the clock. While he was gone one of the gentlemen 
began to move the clapper of the big bell—the sacred 
bell, saying, ‘I should lke to hear the tone of the 
Nijni bell.’ By dint of swinging the great clapper at 
last he struck the side with it, and one immense deep 
clang boomed out. Mr. P said he had not been 
attending to what his friends were doing, but hearing 
the stroke he dashed at the rope just in time to pre- 
vent the counter swing of the clapper. But the mis- 
chief was done. In a minute the tower-keepér rushed 
up in haste and exclaimed, ‘Who rung the bell ?’ 
Mr. P—— told him how it had happened. ‘It is a 
misfortune, said the man—‘a great misfortune.’ 
Then suddenly the papa appeared breathless in the 
belfry, all pale and alarmed—‘ Who rung the bell ?— 
who dared to ring it?’ Mr. P—— explained how it 
had occurred. ‘Get down quickly,’ he exclaimed, 


‘all of you, as fast as you can. It is a great crime 





you have committed—the people will be here in a 


_ few minutes, and if they find you here you will be in 
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danger of your lives—quick! quick!’ As they ran 
down he explained, ‘That bell is never rung— 
never, except to warn the town that the church is on 
fire, or that help is wanted in the citadel for some- 
thing political or serious.’ So down they hurried, 
found the carriage at the door and jumped in. At 
first there was no one in sight, and they drove down 
the hill rapidly; but presently they saw people in 
twos and threes hurrying up; and then they went 
slowly to avoid suspicion. As they met the people 
they were all in a high state of excitement. ‘ What 
has happened?’ they demanded—‘ Who rung the 
bell ?? Mr. P and his companions pretended they 
had not heard the bell. ‘What bell ?’ they asked, and 
the people hurried on. As they descended they met 





crowds, all in a state of agitation, running, talking, 
men and women, all highly excited, all hastening up 
the hill. Very lucky,” said Mr. P——, “that we got 
away in time; and I was uncommonly glad when we 
were in the town and could rattle along without 
creating suspicion. We were soon over the bridge 
and out of harm’s way; but I do believe if they had 
caught us and known we had rung the bell, they 
would have done usa mischief for daring to touch 


: their holy bell. These people are made fanatic in 


~ *) 
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their religion, and when they are roused are blind in 
their rage.” 

This accounts, methought, for the Iberian Mother 
getting such a lot of. money at the Iversky Gate in 
Moscow, and also for the unsparing demand for ban- 
ishment to Siberia of the princess who bit the diamond 
out of her shoe. No wonder that the Emperor thinks 
it good policy to fall in with this fanaticism and direct 
it. This is the force that backs him in his treatment 
of the Sultan—in his protection of the Christians in 
the Hast. 

On our return to the fair Mr. P 
we and a young friend, a Russian of good family, who 


proposed that 





was learning his business as a merchant under him, 
should go and dine at the grand restaurant of the 
, in the spirit of the 





place. So we went, Mr. P 
millionnaire Russian merchant, claiming to be our 
host. Driving through much mud we _ reached 
a block of low long buildings beyond the precincts of 
the bazaars. At the door of one of these were num- 
bers of well-dressed men, standing about, or going in 
and out in groups, as at the entrance of one of our 
Pall Mall Clubs in June about dinner time. It was 
four o’clock, the fashionable hour of the fair. The 
and his friends were innumer- 





greetings of Mr. P 


| the way of Mr.P 
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able, and all so hearty and cordial; such clappings on 
the shoulder, such holdings of hands, such laughing 
nods and waving of arms. 

“You here, P——,” says one; “when did you 





‘come down?” “Oh! only yesterday.” “That's right, 


1” 





—here we all are—so jolly!” ‘‘ What, P ex- 
claimed another, “all right—delighted. You are com- 


gives a great spread,” says a 





ing to dinner?” “B 





third ; “ you are one of us?” ‘‘ No,” says Mr. P 
“T can’t to-day—friends.” 


So we entered, I feeling all the time that I was in 





’s enjoying a treat with his jovial. 


_ friends from Moscow. In the corridor and on the 


staircase was an endless stream of gentlemen hurrying 
in various directions, all talking, all in high spirits. No 


wonder: they were all en gargon at the fair—their wives 


were left at Moscow, and it was dinner time,—what: a 


_ combination !° : 


- Senet 


-and fours, and all deep in dinner. Mr. P 


We struggled upstairs, and entered a long room, 


‘ where were small tables laid for dinner in rows, most 


of them already occupied by parties of gentlemen, threes 


went 





“off to see the master of the house, and to order a par- 
<, ticular and recherché dinner. In about twenty min- 
. utes he returned. 
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“Ah,” said he, as he sank into his chair, “I have 
done a foolish thing—lI have spoilt my dinner.” 

“What has happened ?” said I. 

“Why, there is B—— giving a great spread down- 
stairs in the long room—Tyrolean singers and all the 
rest of it. I just looked n—when he saw me and 
shouted out my name and made me come in—wanted 
me to dine—old B—— jovial as ever. When I said 
I had friends to dine and couldn’t come, he exclaimed, 
‘Friends—bring them—bring them all—we've not 
half done. We'll have the dinner all on the table 
and his friends 





again. Here—waiter—here’s Mr. P 
coming to dine—have a fresh dinner directly.’ How- 
ever, I thought you would not like such an uproarious 
affair, and so I declined and got away; but not with- 
out drinking a whole tumbler of champagne, which 
B—— insisted on my taking—and now this con- 
founded champagne has quite spoiled my appetite.” 

I felt quite a regret that Mr. P should have 
lost all this joviality, and spoilt his dinner too, on my 





account. 

‘No, no, I want to show you one or two things in 
the fair, and we should never have got away from the 
party downstairs; and besides, we are quieter here; 


and here cumes the sterlet soup.” 
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So by the aid of various little Russian wheis, such 


as anchovies and lemon, and pickles, and so on, we 
even re- 





spurred up our appetites, and Mr. P 
covered his under this little discipline, and we all did 
justice to a Russian recherché dinner. The sterlet 
soup was admirable—sterlet, that diamond of the 
Volga, cynosure of gourmand eyes—declared to be 
only eaten in its highest flavour and condition on the 
banks of its native water. Also there wasa game bird 
something resembling a partridge in flavour. Various 
were the dishes, each creditable to Russia, but not re- 
markable as casting into shade either Felippe, or 
Francatelli, or the redoubted “ Fréres,” and of course 
_ champagne and hock played their fair part. From a 
? distance at intervals came up to us the notes of the Ty- 
~ rolean singers, and the shouts of the guests of “ that 
_ jolly old B 
" ‘The dinner over, we sallied forth. In the middle 





going it.” 


of dinner a portly man, his face beaming with good- 
humour, had come up to inquire of our well-doing. 
This was the host, from Moscow for the nonce, a 
_ large genial man. Each year he made a little for- 
tune at Nijni. Now he was told that I wished to see 
where he kept his sturgeon and sterlet in the river. 
These were kept under lock and key out on the 
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bridge. Presently he returned with the keys and 
directions, and confided the guardians of his treasures 
to Mr. P—— with many injunctions; and so we 
drove off to the great bridge.’ Arrived at about a 
third of the way over, we got down from our 
droschky, and found stairs leading out to what was a 
floating town. On what a scale it all was! Here 
were wooden erections, so extensive and so substan- 
tial, one might suppose they had been there for a 
century, and were intended to last another century 
or two—living rooms and covered decks, passages 
and galleries, small wells for delicate fish, and large 
wells for the royal sturgeon and princely sterlet. In 
various parts of the decks were the sacred cavities, 
the wells, fastened with massive iron locks and bars. 
One of the keys of the Moscow landlord opened a 
monster padlock, and a wide dark pool yawned be- 
neath the spreading roof-like cover. A man with 
bare legs and short white linen brogues, with red 
beard and bare neck, came with a net six feet square, 
in a frame with a long handle, and plunged this into 
the pool. Then there was a mighty turmoil below of 
huge monsters rushing about in the wide space, the 
water surging up all round, and now a great head 
half appearing above it, and now a tail fin, the splen- 
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did fish lashing in its descent the boiling water. At 
last the skilful workman secured one in a corner and 
bore him to the surface—a hundred pounder—a stur- 
geon—a noble fellow. 

“That's not one of the largest,” said the man, 
quietly; and then he dipped the net, turned it 
over with a twist.of his wrist, released the fish, 
and struck out for another. Then began again the 
turmoil amid the seething water. ‘“ That’s a good 
one,” he exclaimed, as one bigger than the last rose to 
the surface, and after a savage rush and struggle was 
captured in the bellying net. ‘That's about a hun- 
dred and twenty,” said the man, “and in good season 
too.” 

What a splendid fellow he was!—bright and shin- 
ing, and of beautiful proportions. What play that fish 
would give one on a good line down stream, me- 
thought! It would be an hour or two's work to land 
him, and here he comes up in his prison in two turns 
of the wrist. He seemed all too grand for his narrow 
dungeon. Then we had another well opened, and 
the delight of gourmands, the sterlet, was fished up 
in the same way. Of all sizes these were, from five 
i and ten pounds up to fifty. Mr. P 





told us a 
story of a fine sturgeon caught in the Volga some few: 


e e ° 
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years: back, on the occasion of the visit of the Crown 
Prince to Nijni, and presented to him. The Prince 
requested that he might not be killed, but turned 
back into the river. This was done, a gold ring with 
an inscription being run through his gill. Three or 
four years afterwards a peasant caught the fish with 
the ring in his gill, and the Governor of Nijni, hearing 
of the capture, sent off to save the fish’s life. ‘The 
Prince had spared his life—no one must kill him.” 
So the Governor decided, and he gave the peasant 
five hundred roubles for it, added a second rmg with 
a fresh inscription in the gill of the fish, and gave him 
his liberty. 

“That fish,” said Mr. P——, “‘ has a fair chance of 
dying in his bed of old age, a rare case for a sturgeon 
within reach of Nijni.” 

We drove from thence across the point of land 
through endless rows of bazaars, till we got beyond 
the regular buildings. Here were the low suburbs of 
the fair. Rude cottages, large halls for dancing of 
the roughest materials and spreading dimensions, so- 
litary sheds, straggling houses, and tumble-down vodka 
shops, were scattered irregularly on both sides of the 
broad, deep, muddy track. We struggled on, for the 
great tea-stores were in front. At last the roadway 
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became so bad, with great holes and heaps of broken 
brick, long pieces of timber lying about pell-mell, 
compelling perpetual windings in and out and round 
about, and much stecring between pools and preci- 
pices, with an occasional forced climb over a rugged 
Scylla and a dip down into a quagmiry Charybdis, 
that we were compelled to come to a halt. The 
track was ceasing to be anything but a general slough 
of despond. However, there were the tea-stores in 
our front. In long lines and high, fifty yards in length 
and twenty feet in height, were piles of tea-chests. 
For the most part these were covered with mattings 
or sailcloths to keep the rain from them, but some 
were exposed at the sides, and here we could see the 
usual yellow tea-chest, about two feet square, handy 
for moving, so well known in our London shops, 
scaled with the large black Chinese characters and 
adorned with the familiar persons of our Celestial 
friends. There must have been acres of ground 
covered with these piles of chests; but as all Russia 
drinks tea morning, noon, and night, the supply was 
probably only a portion of what is required. 

But it was getting dark, so we escaped from the 
quagmire as well as we could, and entering the 
fair again, were set down at the doorway of the 
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building where the Governor resides—the centre of 
the place, and the only considerable and lofty build- 
ing init. Below were bazaars and coffee-houses, and 
above were the dwelling-house and offices of the 
Governor. This was all lit up, and here along the 
many and crossing and winding passages of the bazaar, 
the shops displaying all their gayest colours and most 
attractive articles, were crowds of people of all coun- 
tries, lounging away the evening in the essential en- . 
joyments of shopping or doing nothing. Here in the 
several shops were Armenians, Persians, Turks, men 
from Bokhara, Tahtars, and Cossacks. A young lad 
in white and a boy in scarlet trowsers, their whole 
dress gorgeous with gold lace and glittering arms— 
sons of some chief of the Caucasus—were bargaining 
for a richly-finished and ornamented revolver. Poor 
young fellows, methought, there is not much for you 
to do with a revolver now. You can put it in your 
gorgeous girdle as an ornament for display, but when 
you get home to your mountains you must not fire it 
at any one without permission from some gentleman 
in a plain green coat in your neighbourhood. 

My two companions bargained with some Persians 
for some silk for their wives at Moscow. How they 
fought over it! Mr. P 





named his price and steadily 
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stuck to it; while thé Persians tried every calculation 
and every argument to shew that they must lose 
money greatly at that price. But the Moscow mer- 
chant knew better than that. How quiet and dogged 
the Englishman was, and how the eyes of the Persians 
gleamed and shot out sparks of fire with the earnest- 
ness of the combat! , But their manner never lost the 
smooth polish of supple well-bred men in spite of all 
their eagerness. Of course the end of the fight was that 
the silks were folded beautifully by the Persians, and 
were borne off by the servant of the Briton. The 
Bokhara men had brought stones, brown and white, 
from the Bokhara mountains, and bracelets of one of 
these stones, serdalik—the penultimate syllable bear- 
ing the long accent—changed hands, as had done the 
silks, 

There were men, too, from Tashkend selling smart 

kerchiefs which would make the eyes of our young 
ladies dance with their brilliant colouring. 
_ But the time was arriving for the train back to Mos- 
cow; so turning our backs on the men of Bokhara 
and Tashkend, on the Persians and the boy chieftain 
from the Caucasus, we drove to the station, and after 
many shakings of the hand of Mr. P—— and hearty 
thanks, I started again for Moscow. 
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But I did not travel alone. Besides various persons 
in my carriage there was a lady, my opposite neigh- 
bour, who was committed to my care for the journey. 
She was the wife of the young Russian, the student in 
commercial matters under Mr. P——-. Both the lady 
and her husband were of high Russian family, but in 
the transition state of things in that country young 
members of old families are casting about for a more 
active and useful existence than the old and idle one 
of the nobles of the past; and so this young gentle- 
man was ardent in the pursuit of commercial know- 
ledge. He was tall and handsome, with well-bred 
manners ; and his young wife was a beautiful person, 
tall and with delicate features, and a countenance ex- 
pressive of goodness and amiability. She had gone 
down for a day to see her husband at Nijm, and as 
even loving young wives cannot stay there she was 
on her way home again to Moscow. She was pale, 
thoroughly Russian, with no Tahtar blood in her 
veins, and she did not smoke. When I parted from 
her on the following morning at Moscow, and saw her 
into the hands of her liveried servants and step into 
her carriage, I thought I had rarely seen or spoken 
to a more unaffected or more charming person. . 

A day or two afterwards, when relating to our Con- 
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sul, Mr. R——, my visit to Nijni, and-all the many 
acts of kindness and hospitality on the part of his 
friend Mr. P , not the least of-which was the sacri- 


fice of his own time, he said, 





‘‘ How glad I am you have seen Nijni as it is, in 
something of its old splendour, for this will not last 
very much longer. It was a very convenient position, 
central and come-at-able, on the two rivers, for trade 
between east and west under the old tedious modes 
of communication. People arrived there by water, and 
this was a matter of great moment, for as there was no 
kind of convenience in the way of transport for the 
mass of Eastern goods in this direction, Nijni was a good 
meeting-place. But now all this is changing. New con- 
ditions of transport are upsetting all the old arrange- 
ments. Steam and railway are revolutionising this 
trade. Merchants of Moscow are beginning to ask 
why should they go to the goods at Nijni, when 
the goods can come on as well to Moscow by 
, rail? Even now some merchants refuse to go, ‘and 
' they send down orders to agents. The numbers of 
the people at the fair are diminishing already, and 
there are said to be three hundred thousand now in- 
stead of four and even five hundred thousand a few 


years back. The trade, too, is taking advantage of 
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other channels, so that in the cotirse of a few more 
years—ten or twenty—the Nijni fair will dwindle, and 
by degrees become a thing of the past, except for the - 
commoner and coarser goods.” 

As the Egyptian boat song has it, “ Everything 
passes but God.” Even the Nijni fair. 
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of Money to Pensioners—Conversation with the Governor—Sum 
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of the Russian Character. 


LTHOUGH there is much said in Russia in blame 

of the class of noble their extravagances, their 
gambling, their profligacy, their bad example as land- 
lords and as rulers over their serfs, yet there is a re- 
verse side to this picture. I heard it even claimed by 
some Russians at a dinner-table that in profligacy some 
members of this class could compare: with advantage 
—an evil advantage—with those of any other country. 
One or two of the company stood up manfully for the 


French nation as possessing those who would bear 


rr 


€ 
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away the bell in a contest of prdfligacy; but as the 
argument proceeded opinions wavered, and in the end 
the dark prize was awarded to Russia. In such a 
question it is always fair to admit circumstances—ex- 
tenuating circumstances. In the present case it must 
be borne in mind that in the Russian blood there is 
an admixture of the utterly lawless Tahtar, reckless of 
any result but the gratification of his own passions, 
inheritor of violence and of absence of all scruple. 
Moreover, the position of the noble was exceptional ; 
for not only was he lord of wide domains and almost 
unlimited wealth, but he was a ruler of serfs—of 
slaves—with a power tantamount to a power of life 
and death, a power over their property, a power over 
their persons; and there was no law to restrain him 
but one he virtually administered himself, and could 
evade at pleasure. What could possibly be expected 
from such a combination of blood and position? 
What but the exercise of every profligacy varnished 
over with the glitter of civilization. The French 
nation has no ingredients of this kind. Happily for 
them circumstances are against them in the contest 
of evil. But as there are in the world only a 
limited number of very great criminals, so in Russia 


we must consider that there were many degrees of 
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social criminality ix? the reckless upper class, and that 
the principal offenders were but few. 

But there is a reverse of the picture. In no country 
are there evidences of a higher and purer spirit of 
benevolence and charity than among those very nobles. 
In and around Moscow there are many of the most 
splendid institutions, founded by men of family and 
flourishing to this hour, that can be found in any 
capital of Europe. Among these may be cited the 
Galitzin Hospital on the banks of the Moskwa on the 
road to the Sparrow Hills, founded and endowed 
by a Prince Galitzm; the Foundling, endowed by 
Prince Demidoff; and others of a similar character. 

Among these was named to me one day by the 


Count & the hospital founded by the Sheremay- 





tieff family. 

‘Tf you will call on the principal medical man, who 
lives in the garden, and use my name,” said he, 
“Dr. C 

Accordingly I presented myself one day at the 


will show you over everything willingly.” 





doctor's door. He received me cordially, speaking 
, the French language with ease and fluency; and this 
' day being a committee day, and he occupied with busi- 
ness, he engaged me to call on him on the morning 


- following. 
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“ Are you a doctor?” said he, as we parted. 

“Not at all,” said I, “only a traveller, interested 
in the details of a noble charity.” 

“]T think it will please you—you shall see every- 
thing,” said he. 

At the hour named on the subsequent day I found 
Dr. C 

I will first give a short description of the building 


ready and smiling. 





and circumstances of this remarkable institution before 
we enter it. The situation is good. It stands on one 
of the high grounds of Moscow, on the north side of 
the great Boulevard which runs in a circle through 
the centre of the city. As it stands a little back from 
the Boulevard, there is a wide space of perhaps forty 
yards breadth in front of it to the south and west; 
and as on this there is one of the city fountains 
always playing, and beyond it are the usual low cot- 
tages with their gardens, while behind it to the north 
are extensive gardens belonging to the Hospice, .no- 
thing can well be more airy or sunny than the situa- 
tion. The building is of course low, only one storey 
in height, and ts in the form of a half moon, a deeply 
embayed crescent. The cord of the arc is about two 
hundred yards in length, and consists of an open iron 


railing with gilded spear points, and. within this a 


PRINCELY DONATION. 277 


grass plot and garden fill the whole space. Frequent 
staircases descend from the first floor to the basement, 
and many doors issue on this sunny and spacious 
garden. One half of the buildings of this immense 
half circle are occupied by the apartments of those 
inmates of the Hospice who are in health, and the 
_ other half is set apart for the sick, for baths, for off- 
ces, for committee rooms, for officer's apartments, and 
¥ all the general purposes of the establishment. In 
" the centre of the half moon rises the Church, plain in 
exterior, neat and not gaudy within. 

In this place are maintained by funds left by the 
Prince Sheremaytieff—one hundred old men and one 
hundred old women. One of the family Sheremay- 
tieff—one of the highest in the Empire—Prince Mi- 
chael, some years ago built this Hospice and endowed 
it with a landed estate producing fifty thousand rou- 
bles a year, with villages on it and eight thousand 
serfs. These estates now, under the altered circum- 
stances of the country, produce forty-three thousand 
roubles, equal to about six thousand pounds of our 
money. This is a princely donation to the impover- 
ished and the unfortunate and the sick of one’s fellow 
countrymen. Besides this, there is a sum of money 
left in Russian funds the interest of which is ten thou- 
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sand roubles a year. Thus, in all,‘ this nobleman has 
endowed his Hospice with a fortune of fifty-three thou- 
sand roubles per annum. This and other similar en- 
dowments are grand acts worthy of all honour, and 
should redeem in the eyes of those sitting in judgment 
on Russia many faults and shortcomings. A class which 
could produce many men of this, stamp could not be 
altogether bad. 

On entering the building we were joined by the 
manager of the Hospice, a Russian gentleman. He 
first led us into the dining hall. This was a fine room, 
eighty feet long by thirty in breadth, and lofty. It ter- 
minated the edifice at one end of the half moon, the 
length of it being the depth of the building, eighty 
feet, while its height was that of the ground floor and 
the storey above it. A fine full length portrait of the 
prince, the founder, was at one end of this hall, which 
was simply but wellefurnished. In this all the inmates 
have their meals, 2.¢., those who are strong enough to 
walk there. Many are too old and weak for this, and 
these have their meals taken to them in their rooms 
by servants of the establishment. Of these servants 
there are one hundred and two. 

We were then conducted into the rooms of the 


men, which are on the ground-floor. These were 


THE MEN’S ROOMS. 279 


large, lofty, and airy. Four or five beds were in one 
room, and six or seven in another—the arrangement 
being that the rooms were in pairs, one room in the 
front and one behind, and opening into each other 
by a wide archway in the centre. Those at the back, 
to the north, were always the largest, being in the 
long outer side of the half circle. The walls were of 
immense thickness, keeping the rooms cool in sum- 
mer and warm in winter. Against these walls were 
clothes presses, and chests of drawers, and washing 
places. Every man had his separate bed, all the 
component parts of it being of the best, clean thick 
soft beds, fit for anyone. At each bed head was a 
neat little low cupboard for the man’s tea-things, 
books, or any small object of affection or fancy. All 
the men wore a large grey wrapping coat as a kind 
_of uniform. In the first room was a man with a 
, countenance and manners, when spoken to, above the 
‘ common, and not above sixty years of age. The chief 
: told me that this man was of French extraction, born 
; in Russia. He had been a priest of the Greek Church, 


é but having become unable from illness to do any ser- 


Vice in the church he had fallen into utter destitution. 





4 Sometimes this would happen even to a native priest, 
4 and this man being a foreigner he had no friends, and 
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being married he could not enter ‘any convent. The 
parish priests marry, but the monks do not. This 
man’s wife was in the Hospice too, but as a servant. 
I asked him about his friends in France, and he said 
he had none. Poor fellow!—not a friend in the 
world but these kind foreigners. In another room 
‘was a thin old man, who had been a schoolmaster 
with a good middle-class school once. His health 
had given way, his school fell off, his friends could 
not keep him, and so he came into the Hospice. 
What a life of disappointment, and care, and hard strug- 
gle with circumstances, was summed up in those few 
words! One soldierly man in uniform spoke French 
well. He had attained the rank of major, but ill- 
health had driven him out of the service; his family 
were poor, and he could turn his hand to nothing. I 
asked him if he had been in the Crimea. 

No, he said, but gnany of his friends had, and some 
had been there in the Hospice, but they were all dead. 

“* All dead !” said I—“‘ it is not many years ago.” 

“They had all suffered much,” said the doctor ; 
“there were five of them—all had been wounded, 
and were in weak condition, and they soon died. 
The men,” he continued, ‘die much faster than the 


women. The women seem to make themselves more 
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at home here with their needle-work, and their talk, 
and their little ways, and they live much longer ; but 
the men are without any occupation, and they cannot 
make a life out of nothing as the women do, and so 
they pine and die soon. Two or three men, on an 
average, die every week, and sometimes four or five, 
but there are some weeks when we do not lose one 
woman.” 

As we turned away, and the soldier sat down—for 
each stood up as he was addressed, if he could, which 
all could not—and then crawled on to his bed, the 
manager whispered to me— 

“ He is going; in a day or two he will be removed 
into another room, and then he will go into the sick 
ward, and will be dead in a month, perhaps. They 
soon go when they once give way. They have wine 
and everything they can want or require, but they 
have no stamina and soon go.” 

In one room the men were nearly all blind. There 
appeared to be a great consideration for the sick fan- 
cies of these old men. Some of them were gentle- 
men, and most of them of decent middle-class. They 
all had their tobacco, and in all their little cupboards 
were plates and tea-things, with something to eat or 
drink in them. 
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“Many of them,” said the mandger, “cannot get 
into the big hall, or they have no appetite at the 
regular hours, and so we give them whatever they 
like here, and they manage to pick a bit here and 
there, but they don’t eat much.” 

What struck me as rather odd was that all the 
men who were ill were at once transferred from the 
sunny front rooms to the back north ones. I sug- 
gested that this was likely to tell on them, the room 
being more dull and the air less healthy; but the 
doctor only shrugged his shoulders—“ it was the 
custom.” 

There was an old soldier to each pair of rooms, and 
by applying to him any man could go out into the 
town for three or four hours; and by application to 
the manager any man could go away for three or four 
days into the country and see his friends—“ If he had 


and 


any,” observed the manager, in a whisper, 
many of them have none.” No wonder, methought, 
these poor old men die off quickly; alone in the 
world, without a friend, or a hope, or a stimulus of 
life, what can a broken and forsaken man’ do, except 
what Hezekiah did—turn his face to the wall and 
die. In one room all the men were very aged and 


weak, seven or eight, most of them on their beds, or 
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in them. It appeared that there were different rooms 
for stages of debility. When a man became too 
weakly for a front room, he was moved into the back 
one. If this weakness went off, which it rarely did, 
he was restored to the front; but if it increased he 
was moved on to another room—the one we were 
in—and he never went. back again. What a death- 
knell, methought, was this move! Poor fellows! 
what a stillness there was in this room! They were 
all slowly dying, not of old age, but of weariness of 
spirit and vacancy of purpose. Many of them had 
pulled the coverlet over their heads and faces, and the 
only thimg you saw were the outlines of the forms be- | 
neath their neat grey bedding, motionless. 

From thence we went upstairs, a broad flight, with 
easy shallow steps for the old women to get up and 
down. The apartments upstairs were arranged pre- 
cisely as those below, and the same order as regarded 
health and sickness was carried out. These rooms 
were more light and cheerful than those below, as is 
generally the case in similar circumstances, and so the 
ladies had the pleasantest part of the house, as is but 
right and becoming towards ladies. The only draw- 
back was the stairs, if any of them wished to go out, 
and this was a serious set-off in many cases; but then 
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in this life there always will be some drawback to 
every advantageous position. The rooms were fur- 
nished in the same way as those of the men, except 
that‘in addition to the small cupboard to each bed, 
there was a handy little table for needlework, and — 
the small inevitable littery odds and ends which seem 
everywhere to form an appendage to the female pre- 
sence—a kind of material atmosphere which enve- 
lops the woman and woman's arrangements, and in 
which she lives and moves and has her being. Here 
were sometimes two or three women round one table, 
with needle-work on part of it and tea-cups, on 
another. There was no such small sociable world to 
be seen in the men’s rooms below. In those rooms 
the man appeared to be a wild animal, solitary and 
uncouth ; while the woman was the ‘sociable being— 
the one was dying for want of the outer life, the 
other made all her life within. No wonder the 
latter lived the longer lives. To each pair of rooms, 
as among the,men, there was a superior to keep order 
and quiet. 

In the first room was a neat old person. The 
manager whispered to me that “she was a member 
of one of the highest families of Russia, born a prin- 


cess, She had married a medical man, in spite of the 
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remonstrances of her relatives, and her family had 
given her up in consequence. Misfortunes came, the 
doctor died, she had no children, and was penniless. 
Though old she was capable of acting as the superior 
of the two rooms, and was installed in that office.” 
Her face was pale and pleasing, her figure small and 
slight. The smile and the expression and the manner 
all told of a different class of person from those around. 
her. In the plain dress of the Hospice she was not re- 
markable till you spoke to her, and then the pretty 
manner and quict unembarrassed demeanour were very 
engaging. Poor lady! she must have gone through 
much trouble to make her look so contented and 
cheerful. in her present position. Anyhow it was a 
rest after a struggle of life in which all pride of blood 
and all romantic happiness and personal comfort had 
gone down in the fight and left her a mere waif and 
stray, a wreck on a barren shore. What a blessing 
to her this Hospice, with its healthy spacious rooms and 
good food, and, moreover, an office of confidence. In 
another room was a small delicate person. She too 
was of the better class, a niece of one of the present 
imperial ministers at St. Petersburg. When I ex- 
pressed my surprise at a gentleman so high allowing 


his niece to remain there, the manager said, “It was 
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droll; but,” he added, “he is not rich, and if he re- 
moved this person, and some day lost his appoint- 
ment, she would be as badly off as ever; besides, she 
is well here, and she can go out and see her friends 
when she likes.” She had never married. I thought 
she seemed to feel her situation, for she kept her seat 
at her little table with her back to us, and never 
looked up. One woman was a German from Saxony. 
We talked about her old home near Dresden, a village 
which I knew, and she was full of reminiscences of 
the place. She had married a Russian, a tradesman, 
and settled in Moscow. He had failed, and left her 
penniless. When J asked her why she had not gone 
back to Saxony after losing her husband, “ Ah! no,” 
she said, tearfully, “I could not go away; my hus- 
band is buried here, and then my, children too—I had 
four—they are all dead, and they all lie near Moscow 
—how could I go away and leave them all behind 
me? You see I am in the midst of them here!” 
What a solace to the old affections! In Saxony she 
would have been lost—in the Hospice of Moscow she 
was ‘“‘in the midst of her children.” 

In the rooms appropriated to those women who 
were failing there were fewer than in those of the men, 
and these did not take to their bed as the latter did. 
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They managed to-find occupation with their tea and 
talk, and in small employments suited to their nature, 
and kept up longer. These small occupations, what a 
blessing they are to poor humanity, and what a loss 
it is to men that they have few or none such for their 
" old age or ‘illness! Happy the man who can turn his 
mind to small things as well as large ones. The day 
comes when he finds an interest in the former for 
his health and enjoyment of life, when his powers of 
study, of teaching, of mental activity are wanmg— 
when his day of great things is past. How much of 
simple happiness, I often think, could men find in 
their old age, if in their youth they were taught some 
manual work—some small operation requiring care in 
detail, ‘such as carpentering, or book-binding, or shoe- 
making, or netting! Women have their unfailing 
needlework—what have men? Smoking! What a 
stupid resource ! 

Our way from this part of the building led through 
the church into the hospital half of the establishment. 
It was empty at that hour, but every morning there 
is service in it, and all of the old people who can at- 
tend do so, but there is no compulsion. Very many 
are not able to hobble so far. 

In the hospital part the doctor was in his own par- 
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ticular element. Here the same order was observed 
—the men downstairs and the women on the upper 
floor. The detail of this part of the Hospice was more 
elaborate than the other, for here every modern re- 
quisite was supplied in the promotion of cleanliness 
and comfort for the dying persons who were re- 
moved here at the last. Evidently this part of the 
institution was very carefully looked after, and the 
bath-rooms were particularly cheerful, as were those 
in which the poor old people were to end their days. 
There were nurses moving about with that noiseless 
step and composed manner so peculiar to the genus, 
and which tell so clearly of a thorough knowledge 
of their business. In various rooms were small 
kitchen stoves for the easy and rapid preparation 
of restoratives of the sinking strength of the sick and 
the dying. In one room were three or four beds, 
all occupied by old men too ill to remain in the 
larger rooms. Here, with the coverlets drawn over 
their heads, they lay still, awaiting the final hour, and 
a few days more would see them all carried away to 
their last home in the cemetery. 

In this part of the building were some apartments 
used as a general hospital for the sick of the better. 
classes in the city. There were some ladies in the fe- 
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male departments ; cand in one room for men were 
three persons in bed, young men, all of them members 
of noble families of Moscow. The manager whis- 
pered to me “that there were many noble families 
had told 


me of the subdivision of property this was not difficult 





very poor.” After what the Count L 


to understand. There were beds for one hundred 
men, and the same number of women in this general 
hospital, but there were only a few occupied. 

This happened to be the first day of September, 
and this being the day of distribution of money to 
poor pensioners, I entered the room of the governor 
of the institution at the moment that this was going 


on. This was the public and official apartment, one 


of noble proportions on the ground-floor. Full- 


Ae ele pet te ae 


length portraits of the Czars Alexander, Nicholas, and 
the second Alexander, were on the walls; and the 
usual long ‘“‘ board of green cloth” stretched down the 
centre of the room for the uses of the “ council of ad- 
ministration.” In a corner was the private table of the 
Governor of the institution, a fine old man, tall and 
soldierly—a general officer. He invited me in a cor- 
dial and frank way to a seat, and we sat and talked 
over the Hospice, while his secretary at a far-off door 
received and despatched the claimants of the pensions. 


U 


€ 
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These were principally women, id number about two 
hundred ; and among them, in the course of the year, | 
is distributed the sum of ten thousand silver roubles— 
equal to about one thousand five hundred pounds ster- 
ling. On my asking the Governor what were the qua- 
lifications for entrance into the Hospice as well as for 
the pension list, he said, 

‘The applications for both are not very numerous, 
so many people of the decent class being disinclined to 
tell the tale of their distress. Indeed, we keep a man 
whose business it is to seek out deserving persons in 
want, and this man, too, makes all inquiries about 
those who do apply to us of their own accord. None 
under a certain age can come into the Hospice, and 
helplessness and poverty are the principal claims ad- 
vanced. Of course a certain respectability of charac- 
ter is requisite; but,” said the General, ‘ misfortune 
is the principal qualification for both, and of that we 
have plenty in our country to fill many such institu- 
tions.” 

The general expenses of the Hospice, he said, were . 
about thirty thousand roubles per annum. There 
was also an expenditure of ten thousand roubles on. 
the pensions, and in addition another fund was pro-. . 


vided of ten thousand roubles for marriage portions ** 
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to meritorious yotng persons, and for donations to 
deserving individuals who were impoverished by mis- 
fortune. Thus the whole sum expended annually 
through the Hospice Sheremaytieff was about fifty 
thousand roubles; and as the estates and funds left 
for this munificent purpose produced about fifty-three 
thousand roubles a year there was a sum left over 
for repairs of buildings. There were about forty mar- 
riage gifts to girls in each year, of one hundred rou- 
bles each. 

On my referring to what the general had said of 
the Hospice keeping a man to search out respectable 
persons in want, he observed, 

‘There is in Moscow a body of men who may be 
called'a ‘Société Fraternelle,’ and who make it their 
business to search out poor families, and aid them by 
advice, by money, by medical attendance, by better 
food. These persons even rent houses in different 
parts of Moscow, and place in them some of the sick 
and destitute,” and the fine old soldier’s eyes gleamed 
as he related these proofs of the warm-heartedness 
and the active benevolence of his countrymen. “ You 
see,” he said, “out in the country, in wild villages, 


our common people are not much looked after; but 
U2 
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in the towns, and especially in Moscow, we try to do 
something to make up for this.” 

I could only offer all my homage of praise to such 
noble acts of benevolence as that Hospice, and its ad- 
mirable and considerate detail towards the aged and 
the helpless, a credit to any people and any country. 
Methought, as I walked home, that this Hospice, and 
what I had seen to-day, and what I had heard of the 
‘* Société Fraternellte ” of Moscow, spoke volumes in 
favour of the kindly nature of the Russian people, 
and showed that there is a fine and noble side, as 


well as a vicious one, to the Russian character. , 
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Visit to the Convent of Troitsa—Its Foundation, Destruction and Re- 
establishment—Historical Reminiscences connected with the Convent 
—Napoleon’s Attempt to seize the Building and its Treasures—The 
Patriareh Philarete’s First Railway Journey—The Town, the Valley, 
and the Convent—Agricultural Labour done by Women—The Col- 
lege and Churches of Vefania—Residence of the Metropolitan Pla- 
ton—Old Church—Representation of the Mount of Olives—Valuable 
Paintings—The Tomb of Platon—The Church of Gethsemane—An 
Ecclesiastical Diversion or Feint—Appearance of the Metropolitan— 
A Singular Monastery—Fanaticism in the Russo-Greek Church— 
Rechuses in Underground Cells—Religion and Usefulness. 


O one can go to Moscow without going to Troitsa. 
This is an imperative duty on a traveller, for 
Troitsa is a part of Moscow story, as it is the Holy of 
Holies of religious Russia. It lies at a distance of 
forty wersts, near thirty miles, due north of the city. 


This celebrated place is a fortress as well as a con- 


vent, and has fought its battles, stood its sieges, 


_ beaten off its besiegers, and unfurled its flag of 


i victory. It dates from the year 1342, and was found- 


% 
4 
« 


‘ed by St. Sergius, as were so many other convents. 
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Sacked in 1408 by the Tahtars, underthe Khan Edigei, 
it was re-established in 1423, since which time its 
sacred precincts have been dishonoured by no hostile 
foot. In 1608 it was besieged by a force of thirty 
thousand Poles, but it beat off all attacks for sixteen 
months, and was then relieved ; and even so late as | 
since the election of the Romanoff family to the Im- 
perial throne Troitsa beat off a body of Poles. On 
two occasions its strong walls were the refuge and 
defence of Peter the Great and of his half-brother, 
John, when boys, and when their sister Sophia, in 
her intrigues to maintain her influence and her hold 
on the throne, roused the Pretorian Streltsi in her 
favour; and here Natalia, the mother of Peter, re- 
tained him in secret until the ambitious and able So- 
phia was put down and incapacitated from further mis- 
chief by imprisonment for her life. In 1812 the Em- 
peror Napoleon sent out from Moscow on more than 
one occasion a body of his troops with orders to 
seize Troitsa and its treasures, but something always 
prevented the troops from reaching it. The priests 
and the devotees declare that it was the Virgin and 
St. Sergius combined who threw obstacles in the way 
of the expedition, and rendered it futile, before the 
troops got half way. Of course this is the true ex- 
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planation of the matter; but there are some foolish 
people who say that, as there was a heavy body of 
‘Russians placed by the commander-in-chief on the 
Twer road to the north-west, and another on the Vla- 
dimir road to the north-east, and as these two joined 
hands across the Troitsa road, which ran due north 
half-way between them, Napoleon’s men found it not 
convenient to pass the line of these Russian bodies, as 
they might not have got back again. So the Troitsa 
treasures remained untouched. As the convent once 
possessed. over one hundred thousand serfs it may be 
imagined the treasures were worth an effort on the part 
of N apoleon ; they are, in fact, something astounding 
in gold and silver and jewels; but thirty miles are a 
. long road for weakened and disheartened troops, with 
the Virgin and St. Sergius very angry in front, and 
two armies of highly-fed and fierce undaunted sol- 
diery shaking hands across it. 

One day in conversation with the English Consul 
he very kindly proposed that his son, a very intelli- 
‘gent young man, and a capital Russian scholar, should 
be my companion to Troitsa for a day. Could any- 
thing be more well-timed and advantageous? So one 
morning my young friend and I started by an early 


‘train, and at ten o'clock we were at Troitsa. As we 


296 THE PATRIARCH AND THE RAILWAY. 


went my companion said that this‘railway was at first 
strongly objected to by the Church party, as the Pope 
at Rome had done at first im the case of his railway ;- 
and when it was completed the Patriarch Philarete, an 
old gentleman imbued with anti-railway ideas, as being 
anti-Church, and convinced that this iron road was a 
very levelling invention, had declared he would not 
travel by it. But at last, finding that the sovereign 
and nobles travelled by it, and that even priests did 
so without any open demonstration of displeasure on 
the part of the Virgin or St. Sergius, he was coaxed 
into trying it too. A small favoured few went -with 
him from Moscow to Troitsa; and when he found 
how very easy and smooth and swift he moved along 
through the country, his face, at first serious and 
troubled, as if he were undertaking a very doubtful 
matter which might bring on him a judgment and a 
punishment, gradually relaxed and brightened. After 
a time one of his companions, observing the effect on 
him, ventured to ask him what he thought of it? 
This was a posing question to a man in a state of 
mind half way from objection to satisfaction; but 
being, as he was, a man of ability and not narrowed 
beyond a certain legitimate point by prejudices, not 
blind to realities, he shook his head kindly and re- 
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plied, ‘‘It is very clever.” From this time he tra- 
“yelled by it always. : 

Troitsa is a large village, or small town. A steep- 
sided winding valley runs through the country, and 
on one side of this is the little straggling town, on the 
other the convent. The valley, with a small stream 
at the bottom, winds round three sides of a hill, and - 
on this height the lofty walls of the convent, thirty 
feet high, with many towers, rise grandly and well- 
defined into the air. The valley forms a natural 
broad deep ditch to the fortress on the three sides, 
and on the fourth the ponderous wall runs over an 
open level space, long and broad. On this open 
space are many carriages and droschkies for hire, 
numerous booths of small commodities for sale, and 
some considerable buildings, consisting of hotels, 
stables, and a few shops and common houses, the 
whole dependent on the convent for existence. The 
convent is the life of the place. 

On arriving at the station we found a considerable 
collection of people, and heard that by good fortune 
this was a day of some importance, a day on which a 
certain church or shrine in the immediate vicinity of 
the convent was open to the entrance of women—the 


only day in the whole year on which they were not 
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excluded. My companion and I. agreed that we 
would take a carriage and drive to the unlocked-for- 
a-day shrine, and also to one or two other sacred spots 
in the neighbourhood, and finish with the convent. 
For,” said my companion, ‘‘ when once we are in 
the convent we shall never get out again in time for 
anything else.” 

So we drove to a small village called Vefania, in 
Russian—Bethany, in English. This is about two 
miles from Troitsa. The country was picturesque 
with woods and hills, and as we approached Vefania 
there were long sheets of water in wooded hollows, a 
pretty succession of small lakes. The people in num- 
bers were in the fields, heavy with the ripe corn; but 
I observed that all these labourcrs were women, 
reapers and gatherers into sheaves, a sight which 
wounds the eyes. It is a bad sign of a country and 
its civilized condition when women do the hard work 
in the fields, and the men idle in the villages with 
brandy and tobacco. 

Vefania stood on a high bank, at the extremity of 
the lakes, and consisted but of a few buildings, which 
might almost be summed up in these—a college, two 
churches, and a diminutive dwelling-house. The col- 


lege was ‘a considerable white building, now empty. 
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It had been. once occupied by students for the 
church in the days of the former and famous Metro- 
politan, Platon. Passing this we arrived at a pretty 
gateway with a quaint tower above it, beyond which, | 
in a grass inclosure, stood the two churches, a new 
“one and an old one, and a dwelling-house. This 
house was of the most modest dimensions, consisting 
of but two or three rooms on one storey. What a 
quiet and retired and pretty spot it was! The gate- 
way, the iron railings painted and gilded, the quaint 
old church, the bright new one, the little house with 
a fountain in its front—all encircling the grass plot. 
This had been the favourite place of residence of the 
once famous Platon. In these few rooms he had 
lived, in this rural spot, with his books, his windows 
looking over his small garden to the lakes and the 
woods and the towers of Troitsa, with his little church 
beside him and the college which he had built close at 
hand, and in which the education of young men gave 
him, the learned man, a daily interest. By the fountain 
was an inscription to the effect “‘ that here the Emperor 
_ Paul,”—eccentric and unhappy Paul—“ with his Em- 
press and children had one day come and paid a visit to 
Platon, and had dined with him in the room upstairs.” 


How happy and how peaceful seemed the picture, 
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as one imagined the monarch and -the bishop talking 
as men, with the prattle of children around them 
—the quiet meeting and sociable hour—and then con- 
trasted it with the troubled life and end full of horror 


of the erratic and unfortunate Czar, only a man, and 


not a monarch! We went up into the rooms. They 
were exquisitely neat and bright and sunny, long and 
rather narrow, the drawing-room within the dining- 
room. They looked like a pretty French apartment 
in the suburb of Passy or St. Germain. The carpet 
and chairs were all of light cottage patterns, the latter 
with chintz-covered cushions. Water-coloured paint- 
ings of French scenery by French pencils, in the 
style of Watteau, were numerous on the walls. The 
walls were hung with paper, also of cottage patterns. 
The view from the windows, of wood, and water, and 
wavy fields, was charming, and the rooms had a feel- 
ing of home and repose about them which gave one a 
happy idea of the great Metropolitan, a man of bright 
and genial mind and refined tastes. To be sure the 
sleeping-room was a curiously small closet at one end 
of the drawing-room, just big enough for a pallet bed 


and a diminutive table and a chair. It looked as if 


the great ecclesiastic had wished to keep often around. 


him what would remind him of the first and early 


THE OLD CHURCH. ~ 301 


days of his career, when he was but a simple servitor 
of the church. At one end of the eating-room was 
the door into the drawing-room, and at the other was 
one opening on to a gallery or small corridor looking 
into the church. The library was a small room from 

“the dining apartment, and here were still his famous 
theses in Latin on a table. The whole had the air of 
being only left for a day or two, and Platon expected 
back. 

The old church within the precincts of Platon’s 
residence was a small quaint building, now rarely 
used. There was no flight of steps to it. You 
entered at once on the ground into a corridor running 
all round and enclosing a circular hall, and fully half 
this hall, right across in front from side to side, was 
occupied by a fanciful construction representing the 
Mount of Olives at Jerusalem. This was the Bethany 
of the place. Here were all the usual and appropri- 
ate indentations of the ground, small hills and valleys, 
eorn-fields and grass, with olive-trees and shrubs, and 
over which cattle and sheep were scattered, and 
shepherds, and a procession of people on a pathway. 
There were very few figures now remaining, but the 
priest said that there had once been hundreds, but 
that people had stolen them one by one, carrying them 
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off as something sacred. The *‘ Mount” was full 
twenty feet long and twelve feet high, rising from the 
floor to the level of a gallery which ran round the 
church over the corridor below, and must once have 
been a very elaborate and clever production of the 
devout artist. It was done by a Greek monk who 
had been in the convent at Jerusalem. Now the 
whole thing was faded, dilapidated, and dirty, and 
the new and larger church hard by, with its fresh 
gilding and brilliant priests, was taking away all wor- 
shippers from the old decaying one which was now 
but a relic of the past. In the corridor below there 
was a “ Descent from the Cross,” by Rubens, presented 
by a Count Souwaroff; and a “Holy Family” of 
Correggio, given by the Prince Potemkin ; but these 
were scarcely visible in the dingy, ill-lighted passage, 
and were fading with the rest of the building. Inthe 
crypt at the back of the “ Mount of Olives” was the 
tomb of Platon, his effigy in marble, his robes in cases. 
The face was declared to be an exact likeness. The 
head and forehead were fine, broad, and massive, and 
the mouth full and genial, realizing the man of profound 
religious theses in the morning in the study, and of 
easy bright companionship at dinner time in the 
afterndon in the pretty rooms of St. Germain with 
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Watteau pictures and chintz cushions. So the name 
‘of Bethany remains, but the spirit of the place is 
gone, and Platon’s tomb and robes are in dust and dirt. 

We drove from this to “‘Gethsemane”—from the past 
to the present. This is a church founded in 1845 by 
| Philarete, then the Metropolitan of Moscow, and was 
in all its glory. Women are only admitted on one 
day, the 29th of August, which is dedicated to the 
ascent of the Virgin into heaven. Now “ Bethany ” 
was still and sleeping, and “Gethsemane” was all 
alive and awake. At the gates of the enclosure were 
crowds of carriages and people, and a small im- 
promptu town of vendors of fruit, wine, and kvas, 
and vodka and tea, formed a small fair for a busy 
trade. Within the gate was a grass enclosure, with 
two churches and other pretty buildings and gardens, 
-and these stretched down to a shrubbery and a 
shaded valley, with fine trees and a stream of water 
with rustic bridges and seats, a pleasant ecclesiastic 
retreat from Moscow and Troitsa. Clearly the Geth- 
semane of to-day was a rival of Bethany of yesterday. 
The enclosure was filled with people, principally 
_ women; the sex had taken advantage of its one day of 
adniission and mustered strong. 


My companion and I at once went into the church, 
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in which the service was going on. We found it full 
to overflowing, and could hardly make our way in. 
It was curiously built. We entered on a raised plat- 
form, with an exit at either extremity, and from this 
platform two staircases, of about twenty steps each, 
descended by the walls down into the body of the 
church below, having its Ikonostas on that lower level. 
There was a gallery and another Ikonostas above, 
so that there was in fact a kind of double church—one 
above, one below. The lower church was now in. 
use. We found all the platform crowded, both stair- 
cases crammed with people, and also the body of the 
place below and the gallery above. The gates of ‘the 
Ikonostas were closed, incense was rising from within 
it, and the fine deep tones of the priests rose and fell 
as the service proceeded. Occasionally the body of 
rich sound ceased, and then a thin, weak, but tather 
musical voice chanted a few sentences, and was again 
succeeded by the powerful voices of the priests 
in a mass of sound like that of an organ. Many of 
the people had books, and were very attentive. The 
weak, thin voice—was it that of the Metropolitan 
Philarete? my companion inquired; but some said 
“Yes,” and some said “No.” At last the service 
came to an end, and then commenced.a scene of ex- 
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; traordinary confusion. The moment the gates of the 
- Tkonostas opened, an elderly priest came out, and 
" there was a general movement to kiss his hand. The 
crush was so great that we thought it better to get out 
and see the Metropolitan go by out of doors from the 
one church to the other, as we were informed he 
would do.. So we went out, and ina few minutes 
he appeared at the head of a procession of priests, the 
people forming a lane. But as he was not very old, 
and was rather strong and sturdy, we came to the con- 
clusion that after all this was not the Metropolitan, 
particularly as we heard a service still going on in the 
church. So we went back again. 

On our re-entering the church, we found that the 
Papa and the procession had been only a kind of feint 
—a, diversion of the throng from the Metropolitan. 
He was still within the Ikonostas, as we were quietly 
informed by an attendant. Only a few people were 
in the church, on the platform, on the stairs, and in 
the galleries. As the time and occasion seemed 
propitious, there was now an attempt to get the 
Metropolitan out. But now commenced a more ex- 
traordinary scene than the former one. The moment 
that the gilded doors were opened and the old man 
_with his white hair ‘and thin face appeared, there was 
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a rush from all quarters towards kim. The smoke of | 
the incense still filled the Ikonostas, and in the midst | 
of this cloud appeared five or six men, the old man in 
front, erect and noble-looking, clad in white, with a 
crozier of silver with precious stones projecting from 
a blue velvet case in his hand, and priests around him. 
Four men in a rich blue and silver livery now ap- 

proached, one supporting him on either side, and two 7 
in front to clear the way. But the first step the Me- . 
tropolitan made down into the church was the signal © 
for a fight. The people fairly dashed at the old man 
to seize his hands and kiss them, and had it not been 
for the two supporting servants he must have been 
thrown down in the rush. The two men in front 
were fairly overpowered and hurled back on the 
others, and the whole party looked as if they would 
come in the melée to the ground. Then the two 
leaders, savage at this discomfiture, caught hold of 
the people, men and women, indiscriminately, and 
threw them one on the other, breaking out into loud 
abuse of these zealous devotees. In the midst of this © 
the old man struggled on, or rather ‘the liveried at-— 
tendants bore him along, passive in their hands, his; 
thin white hands every now and then appearing 
above the heads of the throng, and rapidly making ~ 
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crosses till seized and dragged down again into the 
crowd of bending heads. When the women had suc- 
ceeded, in spite of furious men and raging attendants, 
in kissing the white hands, they fell back in a dis- 
hevelled condition, caps and garments all awry, and, 
breathless and happy, went off in knots into cor- 
ners, put each other to rights, and told of their 
victories. The men walked grandly off, shook their 
shock heads, and gave themselves a general convul- 
sion after the fight, like Newfoundland dogs on 
emerging from water. How the old man got up the 
stairs I do not know, for an attendant piteously 
begged us to go off the platform, and let the Metropo- 
litan come up and get out. My companion and I of 
| course went out, that is, we suffered ourselves to be 
carried hither and thither by the swaying mass of 
; Outsiders, who had found out what was going on in- 
: side, and were resolved on getting in to share in the 
" blessings their friends were receiving from the aged 
chief’s hands. We gained with difficulty a corner on 
a staircase by the outer porch leading up to the colle- 
giate rooms above, and here we waited until the old 
man came by. Presently he appeared, a wreck, help- 
lessly borne along by the two men in livery, surging 


masses before and behind, while the two attendants 
¥ 9 


308 CHARACTER OF PHILARETE. 


a 


who cleared the way were by ¢his time red and 
streaming with perspiration from their exertions, 
savage with the difficulties they had to encounter, 
and utterly reckless of all decorum or considera- 
tion towards men or women. How they fought!— 
off the platform, through the porch, down the steps, 
and out at last into the open air. It was exactly like 
a rouge at football under the playing-fields wall at 
Eton. The scene at the Simonoff Convent on the 
day of the fair, when the Superior walked along the 
paved way from his lodgings to the church, was one 
of violent devotion strange to witness; but this scene 
at “ Gethsemane” left it far in the rear in its fanatical 
fury. 

Poor old gentleman! this was among his last 
earthly triumphs—if so it can be called—a triumph 
of his popularity—an occasion for the ardent ex- 
pression of the people’s love towards him. © He is 
now gone to his rest. Philarete was an amiable and 
an able and devoted man, a good scholar, a man of a 
liberal tone of thought, given to enjoy the literature 
of other countries and the conversation of foreigners. 
Like a patriarch of old he has been gathered to his 
fathers, full of years and of honours. 


My companion and I took a quiet way across the 
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grassy enclosure te the shrubby valley, and the mur- 
"muring stream, and the shady fir-trees. How quiet 
it all was after the savage religious drama enacted in 
the church! As we went, we met various little 
groups of persons sauntering about in the valley and 
on the lawns, some of them acquaintances of my com- 
panion. Among the latter was one lady, small, still 
youthful, neatly dressed, and with a cheerful coun- 
tenance, pleasing from the expression of goodness on 
it. As we strolled along I asked him who this lady 
was. 

“‘ That lady,” said he, “is a very remarkable per- 
son. She is the Florence Nightingale of Moscow— 
the life and soul of many of the best charities of 
the city ; she is always occupied, and whatever she 
undertakes she does well. She spends her fortune 
_ and her time in these things.” 

On my expressing a wish to have known her and 


seen her in Moscow, he said she was only here for a 





. day on a holiday—the Women’s Day at Gethsema- 
ne. I could not help a regret at thus missing an 
| opportunity of being acquainted with a lady so excel- 
lent and so estimable. In the midst of all the cor- 
ruption and the gambling in high places, and the 


depravity and fanaticism of the lower classes in 
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Moscow, it was evident there was: also a warm and 
lofty spirit of benevolence, a refining and large- 
hearted tenderness for others in the Russian, not 
surpassed in any people or in cities of more civil- 
ized countries. There must be a tone of mind wor- 
thy of a great nation where such things are done, 
and where such persons live and use their time and 
means as this lady, and the Sheremaytieff, and the 
Galitzin, and many others of their class. 

Across the wooded valley was a singular place 
—a kind of monastery, part of it above ground 
and part underground. We purchased each of us 
a taper of a man at the head of a flight of steps, 
many other persons doing the same, and descended, 
headed by an attendant, into a cavernous place, re- 
minding one of the catacombs at Rome on a small 
scale. In this we followed corridor after corridor, 
narrow and low, now emerging into a small chapel, 
then into a cavern with a fountain, and then into 
a cave where was a well. As we went we passed 
many a door in the rocky side. These doors were 
the entrances into small caves or cells inhabited by 
monks, recluses from the world. Fanaticism is so 
fostered in the Greek Church that it results in some 


cases in the production of hermits and anchorites, as 
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in the days of St. Anthony. Here, in this nineteenth 
century, were men who had shut themselves up from 
the world in dark caves underground for years, 
thinking they were doing God service. They were 
voluntary recluses. On passing one closed door, the 
attendant said, 

“The man in there has been shut up for eight 
years without going out.” 

On coming to another door, we found it open. 

‘* Ah!” said the attendant, “that man has been in 
there for thirteen years, but he is gone out to-day to 
the féte.” 

We went in, and found that the place consisted of 

an outer cell and two inner ones. Both doors were 
open, and in one of these was nothing but a pallet 
bedstead and a chair. 

“The man who was in there died,” said the at- 
_tendant; ‘‘ he was in there a good many years, and a 
little time since he died.” 

The other cell was furnished. These cells were 
about ten feet long by eight broad, and six in height. 


The furniture consisted of a wooden pallet bedstead, 


\ There was a chimney to each and a small stove. 
‘with a straw mattress and a coverlet. There was a 


‘ chair, a small stock of wood in a corner, two or three 
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earthenware pots for cooking—in -one of them some 
scraps of fish—and a few stained and worn books of 
prayer on a shelf. In a corner was the never-omitted 
little picture, or image, as it is called in Russia, of the 
Virgin. What a den for a human being to occupy 
voluntarily during thirteen years! What an empty | 
and unproductive life, dragging vacantly on from day 
to day by the charity of others, and giving back 
not one single act of usefulness! What is re- 
ligion, if it be not useful? What a contrast, me- 
thought, between this man breathing away his days in 
darkness and idle dreaming, voluntarily shutting out 
the bright sun which God has given so beneficently 
to his creatures, and letting the powers of a Godlike 
reason and all the wealth of human sympathies run 
to waste, and that little lady on the lawn by the 
church, so abounding in active goodness to the poor 
and the desolate, so bright an example of the capa- 
bility which even one fragile but earnest human be- 
ing possesses of lighting up the hearths and warming 


the hearts of the unfortunate and the unhappy many! 
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Y companion and I drove back to the convent. 

It is to be feared that the monks of Troitsa are 

not altogether spiritually-minded, but that a certain 
amount of worldly leaven has leavened the whole 
establishment. At all events there are some men 
among them who possess what* are called practical 
minds. Perhaps great wealth and long-continued 
prosperity have had their usual effect even on these 
recluses, and have tarnished a little the purity of their 
nature. Anyhow there is a large hotel on the broad 
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square or place ‘immediately outside.the convent walls, 
which hotel has been built by the monks for the | 
benefit of visitors to Troitsa, and as a good invest- | 
ment of a portion of their abounding treasure. My 
companion and I found a good native cuisine at the 
hostelry, and then went to see the interior of this 
famous monastery. 

The walls have a circuit of one mile, minus only 
two hundred and sixty yards. These are battle- 
mented, and are a grand and striking feature of the 
place. In some places, for instance where they tra- 
verse the public square, they reach a height of over 
thirty feet, and with the ditch below, form a noble 
and warlike barrier. On other sides, where they 
hang over the narrow, steep valley, their height has 
a still more imposing effect. On the inside there is a 
raised covered way, which runs round the entire wall. 
It is neatly paved with brick, and raised so high 
that those on it can look out through the openings of 
the battlements. It is about twenty feet in breadth, 
and enclosed on its immer side by a low wall, and thus 
there is always a spacious promenade of nearly one 
mile in length, protected by its heavy tiled roof from 
the heats of summer and the snows of winter. 


There are commanding views from it over all the — 
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surrounding couniry; and beneath it are the many 
“extensive offices for summer. and winter stores, sta- 
bling, and other purposes of the convent. 

A fine arched gateway opens from the public square 
into the outer courts, and entering you find yourself 
in the sacred precincts—large grassy places, shady 
trees, paved pathways, broad and orderly, churches, 
offices, halls—a picturesque carelessness of arrange- 
ment, a rich and beautiful seclusion, a place of repose 
and rest, of study and meditation. That peculiar 
charm pervades it which one experiences on entering 
a cathedral. You feel inclined to sit down and be 
silent, and let your spirit partake of the beauty and 
the sentiment of the genius loct. 

My companion and I followed a broad paved way 
leading into the centre of the enclosure, where were 
scattered about the principal buildings. As we were 
passing a large church—The Assumption of the Virgin 
—an old man in a monkish dress stood on the top of 
a flight of steps beneath the usual projecting porch, in 
which there was a mixture of Italian and Byzantine 
styles with a Norman arch, rich, coloured, gilded, bi- 
zarre. There was something more than usually pleasing 
in the old man’s face, and while we stopped for a 
moment hesitating whether we should go on at once 
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to the church of ‘the Trinity—the cathedral—the shrine | 
of St. Serge—the place of gold and silver, of diamonds 
and of jewelled lamps—the old man bowed and ad- 
dressed us in French. This of course attracted us. In 
reply to our questions he said he had once been a 
soldier, and having gone to Paris in 1815 with the 
Russian army and the Czar Alexander, he had while 
there picked up a few French phrases. On retiring 
from the army on account of a wound, he had entered 
Troitsa as a serving monk, and had ‘been there ever 
since. Now he took care of this church, the largest 
in the monastery, though not the cathedral. A Greek 
cathedral is not an imposing structure such as are ours 
in England, but usually is only a church rather 
larger than others. No Latin or Teuton would call 
the cathedral of the Kremlin by that title. The old 
man was now seventy-five years of age. He was hale, 
hearty, and genial, and in his limited and broken 
French voluble about Paris and his military days. 
Evidently, in spite of his many quiet years of ecclesi- 
astical life as a monkish ser'vitor in Troitsa, the stir- 
ring portion of his youth stood out in his memory in 
strong relief. The simple monotony of his latter 
years seemed to have but little interest for him when 


I questioned him on them and their occupation, but 
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his eyes lighted up with animation and his manner was 
‘full of vivacity when the French days and the army 
were alluded to. As is often the case with elderly 
persons the long-gone days and their events—and 
such events too !—had the strongest hold on him. 
The whole interior of the church was brilliant with 
Greek painting. Evidently there had been lately a grand 
restoration and a general re-painting of pictures on 
a great scale, an unusual thing in the Russian churches, 
which, as a rule, it must be said, are dingy and dirty 
in their interior, though smart enough outside. The 
huge and massive square pillars in the centre of the 
church, which supported the cupolas above, were 
gaudy with masses of strong colour; but the ex- 
tremity, the great wall at the end facing the Ikonos- 
tas, was a marvel. On this lofty, broad, and un- 
broken face from pavement to roof, and from side to 
side, were two monstrous pictures, frescoes. A per- 
pendicular line in the centre divided them. One re- 
presented Salvation ; and here were gigantic and im- 
possible figures ofhuman beings, defying all proportions, 
but intended to express the enjoyment of ease and 
happiness, and all going upwards to heaven. The other 
represented Condemnation; and here were scenes of 


torment and woe unutterable, and figures of hapless 
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beings all plunging desperately mto Hades. But 
the colouring and the drawing! The monstrosity of 
the whole was an outrage on Art. ‘These alarming 
frescoes are said to be of the seventeenth century. 
It appeared that a Moscow merchant lately on a visit 
to Troitsa had remarked the condition of the convent 
generally, the state of exterior dilapidation of many 
of its buildings, and the dirty and faded interiors of 
all. Seized with a religious fervor he declared his 
intention to spend a large sum of money in the 
restoration of Troitsa generally; he would repair— 
he would paint—he would spend one hundred thou- 
sand roubles! It was a grand resolution. It was 
true that the convent, being very rich, enormously 
wealthy in jewels, and receiving large sums of money 
every year from devotees, and having, besides, 
landed estates, might have accomplished these repairs 
itself, or, indeed, might have prevented the necessity 
for them; but the money had gone in other direc- 
tions, and not in repairs and paint. There were 
four hundred menks in Troitsa, and these were 
not fed for nothing. Besides there were whispers 
that some of the money went at times towards St. 
Petersburg. After all, why should wealthy devo- 
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tees at Moscow be deprived, by such common vir- 
‘tues as monkish care and prudence, of a grand oppor- 
tunity of an act of soul-saving goodness? The mer- 
chant set about his work in good earnest. Artists from 
Moscow were sent down to Troitsa, and this church 
was repaired and repainted, inside and out, and these 
two huge frescoes were restored, by the liberality of 
the merchant and the genius of his artists. The for- 
mer spent eight thousand five hundred roubles on 
this church. There was a grand re-opening, and a 
gorgeous ceremony, and everybody was happy. And 
now the merchant, in the fulness of his satisfaction, 
was meditating on a second work of restoration wor- 
thy of his great intentions, when, lo! some malevo- 
lent spirit one night, prompted by Satan, whisper- 
ed one of the monks to hint to him that what 
he was doing was admirable—most admirable; but 
still there was “a small something” to be done 
about the convent which was even more important 
than the restoration of the churches, if he would 
allow him just to suggest it. ‘A small some- 
thing!” How very impertinent! And this to a 
man ardent with grand ideas! The merchant was 


very wroth, and took it as a great offence that 
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when he was ‘undertaking such 2 high and neces- 
sary work a monk should suggest a diversion of his 
money to something else; it was an unpardonable 
interference with his intention, and he would do no 
more for ungrateful Troitsa. Miserable ill-inspired 
monk! By afew words he had brushed away over 
ninety thousand roubles. The merchant paid the 
eight thousand five hundred roubles for the work of 
the one church, and refused to spend another kopeck 
on the place. 

Immediately outside this church was a small and 
graceful building, like a diminutive chapel. It was 
circular, of red brick, with white stone framing of the 
windows, white arches, supported by slender twisted 
columns, and with fretted ornaments—a composite 
and fanciful structure. (Going round to the door, we 
found the interior occupied by a monk keeping a little 
shop. Here were photographs of people and build- 
ings, crosses, rosaries, pictures of the Virgin, carvmgs 
in wood, and other wares of a like kind, all in neat 
glass cases on twq counters. But the chief and prin- 
cipal stock in trade of the monk was water. This 
was the cause of all the rest. At the far side of the 
little apartment—the two counters on either hand— 


there was a well with a three foot wall enclosing it, 
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and a silver bucket with rope and chairf resting on it. 
"Phe well was only about ten feet deep, and the buck- 
et would hold about two gallons. This was the holy 
water of Troitsa. 

The monk was a cheerful talking man, and gave us 
4 smiling welcome as we stepped into his little circu- 
lar room. He said that people came in every day, 
and most of these purchased something, either an 
image, or a photograph, or some beads, or a locket 
with portraits of two saints—all of which he recom- 
mended to us in turn with quite an engaging, smiling 
way, and a turn for business worthy of the Rows in 
the Kitai Gorod at Moscow, adding in a hearty way, 

‘And then everybody drank some of the water, 
that they did of course, even if they bought nothing, 
and some would carry it away in little bottles; of 
course the water was free of all charge—and we 
would drink some, it was so pure, and so healthy.” 

And with this he dropped the silver bucket down 
to the water, and with two or three smooth easy pulls 
at the rope, hand over hand, he had it up on the wall, 
full and bright with its sparkling contents. It cer- 
tainly was delicious—a sweet clear water, and most 
grateful on that hot summer day. We asked him about 
the day of St. Serge—that must be a busy day for him. 


Y 
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“ Ah! yes,” he replied, “that is a great day, and 
they all come here for the water, and it has happened 
more than once that the well has been drunk dry— 
every drop used—and the bucket at last only brought 
up wet mud; but the people would have it, even 
that.” | | 

We carried off some photographs—“ done in the 
convent,” said the monk; “‘one of our brothers is very 
clever at it.” | 

From this we went on to another small picturesque 
building, “‘ where,” said my companion, “the monks 
sell loaves of a beautifully fine white bread, made 
from wheat of their own growing and grinding ; lots 
of people come here almost every day and buy these, 
and then take them into the church of St. Serge and ° 
have them blessed by the priest, who picks off a little 
scrap as a toll.” The baker's shop was neatness itself. 
A long counter ran from end to end of the room, some 
fourteen or fifteen feet, and beyond this was a high long | 
range of closets, with shelves and drawers. In these 
were the loaves. Two or three monks were standing . 
about by the door and the counter, but the seller was 
a young and handsome lad, scarcely out of his teens, - 
with long glistening hair parted in front and waving 
and curling down over his shoulders. He had fine 
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eyes and a delicate complexion, and in his long plain 
‘black dress he looked like a woman, his face was 80 
effeminate, and his throat so round and bare and 
white. At our request the pretty grave bread-seller 
_ produced various small loaves from different drawers 
in a quick business style, perfect specimens of cottage 
and, what one might call, toy loaves in shape, col- 
our, and material. The roundness and proportion 
of form and delicacy of colouring were as a work of 
art. The sense of the beautiful was stronger in the 
baker’s shop than in the frescoes of the large church- 
As we did not look like buyers for a family circle the 
discerning young monk did not offer us any of the 
paterfamilias loaves, fair two pounders, and even 
; larger. We were contented with toy specimens. 

Going on from this we arrived at the cathedral— 
the famous church of the Trinity—the Church of St. 
‘Serge. Here were no steps, no twisted Byzantine co- 
lumns, no projecting canopy, no raised corridor; the 
entrance was level with the ground. But along closed 
portico, with a door at either end, was in front of the 
entrance. 

On entering one of the doors I found to my sur- 
prise that all along the side of the portico opposite to 
the entrance into the church was a high broad coun- 
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ter, and on this were piles of wax tapers, and jars 
and cans of oil, while behind it were three or four 
monks. Here was another shop, and evidently domg 
a very considerable business: Really, methought, 
these Troitsa monks are wise in their generation ; they 
not only have a large hotel on the Place outside the 
gate, but they have a number of active trading estab- 
lishments inside. At the great’ gateway I now re- 
membered a notice in black letters on a white board to 
this effect:—‘“‘In the Convent are sold candles, 
images, bread, and oil.” There were several small 
lay traders with their stalls out on the Place offering 
the same wares for sale; and this notice of the monks 
appearcd to be intended as a warning to pilgrims to 
St. Serge, “Don’t buy out there; all these things are ° 
better in our shop inside.” It did look a little grasp- 
ing, and not considerate to the small outsiders. Now 
in this portico were people coming and going in and 
out of the church, a perpetual movement, and as they 
passed through it many of them stopped to buy some- 
thing, a taper or two, or some oil, which they carried 
away in little bottles brought for the purpose. The 
oil-buyers, I observed, were invariably females. 
There was a brisk trade, for two monks, fine large 
men, were kept hard at work handing over the goods 
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across the counter, and receiving the kopecks. in pay- 
ment, while another had a desk and kept account. 
The monk who served out the oil was a remarkably 
fine, tall, and handsome man; but the perpetual 
going about with a huge can of lamp-oil, filling it 
‘rom large jars, and then dispensing the contents into 
numerous small-mouthed bottles, is a service not con- 
ducive to coolness on a hot summer day, nor to clean- 
liness of dress and person. The monk was steaming 
with heat, and glistening with oil over his head and 
hands and dress. In reply to my inquiry of what the 
women and girls did with the oil, I was told that 
they buy it to feed the lamps always burning in the 
churches and before certain shrines and images; and 
that the priests teach their young devotees that it is a 
very meritorious act to aid in keeping a lamp alight. 
g@Vhat a very ingenious little lesson for the youthful 
female mind !—Thus—my dear little girl, you can do 
your soul good and please the Virgin by making an 
offering of holy oil to keep the lamp burning before 
her image, or the shrine of St. Serge or St. Nicholas, 
as the case may be. Imagine how many children 
would grow up with that idea strong in their minds, 
and how they would treasure up a kopeck or two con- 
tinually, and spend it in oil in the portico, and go to 
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the priest inside and have it blessed, and then hand . 
over the contents of the little bottle to the oil-keeper - 
with an entire confidence in having done a good ac-,. 
tion. Whata life-long sentiment or superstition to 
the child, and what a life-long gain of money to the 
monk and his fellows! I could not help thinking © 
that one of those oil-jars might be like the widow’s 
cruse, never failing —for St. Serge must have a quan- 
tity of ‘oil offered to him which his lamp can never 
consume, and what so natural as that the superfluity 
of the morning oil should flow back steadily into that 
jar In an evening stream ? 

This famous church was, it must be said, very dirty, 
but very rich in pictures, in gold, in silver, in preci- 
ous stones, in lamps. What splendid diamonds, real, 
and of immense size, on the picture of the Virgin, and 
what costly lamps before the tomb of St. Serge! In 
front of this latter, which is composed entirely of sil- 
ver, a chaste and graceful canopied projection from 
the wall at one end of the Ikonostas, hang in a half- 
circle a row of lamps. These are of the most fanci- 
ful, varied, and elegant forms. There are perhaps 
ten or a dozen, and each is an offering to St. Serge 
by a personage. There is the lamp of the Emperor 
Nicholas, and one presented by his Empress, one » 
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by the Grand Dughess Marie, their daughter, one 

by the present Emperor, and one by the present Em- 

press; then there is one of the little Grand Duke 

Serge, named after the Saint, and soon. They are 

' suspended from a bow-shaped bar by gold chains, and 

‘are of chased gold, set with precious stones, each one 
an exquisite work of art. One of the most rich and 
of most delicate workmanship was sent anonymously. 
No one can guess who was the sender. The church 
was half full of people. It was small for a cathedral, 
and, with the exception of the Ikonostas and its 
riches, the whole interior was one of faded finery and 
worn-out furniture. The Moscow merchant !|—what 
an opportunity for him, if that foolish monk had but 
known that unasked-for advice is a device of Satan. 
We heard part of a service, the noble voices of the 
priests pealing grandly through the building. 

From this we went to the Treasury. This is a 
marvellous collection of valuables. Here are many 
rooms filled with cases of garments, ornaments, 
arms, curious works of art, stuffs heavy with gold, 
pearls, or precious stones. These arms and gar- 
uients have each a story, the wearers of them hav- 
ing been some Russian sovereign, potent noble, or 

‘ captured enemy in the olden time. More than one 
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of the cloaks “and coats were thick with rows and 
masses of pearls, and in one case these almost con- 
cealed the cloth on which they were sewn. This 
treasury is, however, of course, a modern collection. | 
There is nothing in it that can be correctly termed 
antique. 
On leaving the Treasury, we found a monk idling 
about in one of the courts, so we enlisted him in our | 
service as explorers of the non-religious life of the 
convent. Near the Trinity Church there was an ex- 
tensive building, long and moderately lofty. It might 
be a large hall, or it might bea fine library. The 
chief and principal part of it appeared to be a bel 
piano, first floor, with numerous lofty windows, and 
without any attic above it. Moreover, it was painted 
all over on its outside in a most bizarre style, resem- 
bling nothing so much as the dress of a harlequin or 
that of the Pope’s guard at the Vatican. Mounting a 
long flight of steps to this we found ourselves in a_ 
‘noble hall—the dining hall of the monks. . It was 
empty now. It was a grand apartment, with painted 
walls and an arched ceiling, and the far end was 
fitted up as a chapel, railed off with a low pretty gilt 
iron railing. The hall could not have been less than 
eighty feet in length exclusive of the chapel, and its 
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breadth about thirty-five. Three long tables with 
benches extended the entire length. The chapel end 
was clean and bright with gilding, but the rest of the 
hall, ceiling, and walls would have benefited much 
by the roubles of the Moscow merchant. They were 
thoroughly dirty and faded, a marked contrast with 
the chapel, and also with the smart and fanciful exte- 
rior. However, when one considers that some four 
hundred monks sit down to a steaming dinner on 
most days in that rather low-ceilinged hall, the condi- 
tion of the walls is not surprising. In a small square 


room opening into the hall by a side door, and hav- 


. ing a back staircase, were a few tables and stools. 


This was the room for late comers to dinner. These 
were not allowed to disturb those in the great hall 
when once grace had been sung and the monks were 
seated. Going down the back staircase, we came to 
the offices—kitchen, bakery, and other places. These 
were all arranged under the great hall. But it 
was a pain to see the utter dirt and disorder of all 
this part. We seemed to be at once carried back to 
some rude, long-gone time, when Rurik reigned at 
Moscow and Poles beleaguered Troitsa. The broken 
stair, the grass-grown courts, the blackened walls, the 
crumbling brickwork, the neglect and the ruin, the 
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soot-smeared kitchen, black and glopmy, the uncouth 
and greasy monks, begrimed of face and hands and 
dress—oh for the Moscow merchant ! 

However, it was evident that the recluses did not 
live badly. There were huge coppers for the daily 
goup of fish and vegetables, and there was an exten- 
sive hot plate, which told a tale of ingenious cookery. 
Immense circular loaves of rye ‘bread, brown and 
wholesome, stood in ranges on mighty shelves, two 
hundred of which were the daily consumption. 
“ But,” said one of the cooks, “there are others of 
wheat, quite white, for the hospital and the sick.” It 
was the employment of eight monks, besides the 
cooks, every day to make this rye bread for the gene- 
ral use. Near the kitchen was the bakery, with its 
vault-like ovens, and beyond this was a dark and de- 
solate place, a rude cuthouse. From the centre of it 
rose substantial and blackened posts, on which, at 
seven or eight feet from the ground, was placed a 
rough-hewn platform of wood. Leaning against this 
was a ladder, the only method of reaching it. The 
platform was a bed-room. When any way-worn pil- 
grims arrived at Troitsa, they were invited to sit 
down on some rude benches by the wall outside of 
the outhouse, and here, beneath a plain shelter of 
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boards, they were furnished with soup and rye bread 
"from the kitchen. If they desired to stay for a night 
or two to rest, or were unwell, they could climb’ up 
the ladder, and pass the night on the platform, where 
were some sacks. It was a primitive hospitality; but 
then beggars must not be choosers. If the pilgrim 
was really ill, he was put into the hospital. One 
poor fellow was sitting by the wall, waiting for his 
soup, and was going to pass the night up on the plat- 
form. However rough this bedroom might be it was 
not inferior, methought, to the general and much 
sought-for bedrooms for the “casuals” in our Lon- 
dof refuges. Anyhow, at Troitsa the “casual” had 
good food and fresh air. 

A little farther on was the hospital. There were 
two or three rooms, all clean and fresh, and but few 
sick in them. As we looked into the lower room, on 
the ground-floor, the monk said—‘ The people here 
are all dying; when they get very bad upstairs, and 
there is nothing more to be done for them, they are 
brought down here, and they never go out again.” 

There were no curtains to the low pallet beds, 
which were ranged along the wall, clean and tidy. 
In two or three of these were distinguishable the 
human forms beneath the grey coverlets, still and 
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composed, the heads. covered, preparing for death. 
The silent chamber, empty of everything except these. 
beds and their voiceless tenants, struck one’s mind 
painfully as the very impersonation of abandonment. 
Here were no kindly nurses hovering about with 
cordials, as in the Sheremaytieff Hospice in Moscow. 
Belonging to no one, without a tie to any of those 
among whom he had passed his life, the monk, a 
solitary being, his inner life and its sorrows ‘a secret 
to all but his Maker, he comes here at last, to this 
still chamber and this pallet bed, and without one 
word of sympathy for his ear, without a claim on any 
one for affection, he shuts out the world, and conceals 
the eyes which no one cares to close, beneath the 
coverlet, and passes away. 

“They are often found dead in the morning,” said 
the monk with us. ‘‘ A brother comes round at inter- 
vals and lifts the coverlet during the day, and finds 
them gone, but they usually die at night.” 

We asked to see some of the rooms or cells of the 
brothers. These appeared to be scattered all over 
the enclosure in the numerous buildings. Passing 
the hospital we went up a broad flight of steps on to 
the paved and covered walk by the outer wall. What 
a grand promenade it was! We entered it at an angle, 
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and here on one hand it stretched away for two or 
“three hundred yards, level and orderly, and. shaded 
and cool, and then on the other hand was a similar 
fine and imposing length of way. 

‘In the worst winters,” said the monk, ‘‘ when the 
whole country is white and deep in snow, this is al- 
ways as it is now; a little snow blows in sometimes 
through the battlements, but it is soon swept away.” 

As we walked along it some windows of buildings 
beyond the grassy enclosure were open, and in one 
of these was a canary in a cage. There were books, 
too, on shelves, and a cheerful coloured paper on the 
walls. I pointed these out to the monk. 

‘Oh! yes,” he said, ‘‘ some of the brethren are fond 
of having birds, and they furnish their rooms com- 
fortably if they choose to do so.” 

The Greek monk is not devoted to absolute poverty 
and self-denial. This man, with his books, and his 
canary, and his Moscow furniture, and with a certain 
liberty to come and go, no doubt found in this life 
a charm, as do their Roman brethren, those holy 
Sybarites, the Benedictines, at La Cava near N aples, 
in their luxurious monastery. There is a difference 
in monk life—a difference between the fanatic in his 


subterranean cell at Gethsemane, two miles off, and 
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this man fond of books and the music and companion- 
ship of a canary. What friends, methought, that man 
and the bird must be, for between them there can 
be sympathy and affection. 

There was a tower in the angle of the broad walk. 
We went up the winding stair and found at the top 
storey a wide circular space, from the centre of which 
rose some massive brickwork, the summit of the round 
tower. 

“That is closed up now,” said the monk, pointing 
to a door, “it is nailed up; there is a room in there, 
and all below it to the bottom is hollow. John the 
Terrible used to condemn some of those who offended 
him to be sent to Troitsa, and they were kept here as 
in a prison. Sometimes one would be brought and 
put into that room, and the door locked—presently 
the floor would sink, and then the man went down 
to his death.” . 

It was an oubliette. So that Troitsa, the Holy 
Troitsa, was not sacred in the eyes of the Terrible 
Ivan. Around this bloodstained central place, this 
wall, were rooms of the monks, a broad passage run- 
ning between the brickwork and the cells. Most of 
the doors, five or six, were closed; their tenants were 
in them, and we could not disturb their privacy. But 
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one was ajar, and our guide, peeping in, beckoned us 
‘to enter, as the monk was gone out. It was a con- 
siderable room, perhaps sixteen feet long, but of 
irregular shape, being narrow at the doorway, and 
broad by the window, which looked out over the 
‘ country from a considerable height—a cheerful airy 
room. The furniture was plain and neat—a pallet 
bed, a couple of chairs, a picture or two of saints, a 
table, and some books. It had a homely habitable 
look. These rooms, however, were not built for 
telling secrets, for they were, in fact, only thin wooden 
compartments, occupying the outer side of the large 
circular platform, and as the wooden partitions were 
only about eight feet high, there was no lack of circu- 
lation of air, nor of cold in a Russian winter, while 
every slightest movement—the rustle of.a cloak, 
the creak of a chair, or the turning of the page of a 
book—could be heard by the neighbours through the 
-thin boarding or over the top. Secrets! Probably 
every poor monk has a secret—down in his heart—the 
secret of his life, which he never tells and never 
wishes to tell to anyone, whether the boundaries of 
his cell are wooden boards or brick walls. 

We went along the covered walk; and here and 


there we met persons—now some solitary papa walk- 
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ing slowly and absorbed in his book, his long hair 
curling down over his brown silk dress ; and then a‘ 
monk, sauntering idly along by the embattled wall, 
now and then leaning in one of the embrasures 
and gazing long and fixedly out into the country— 
perhaps with mind and heart far away. Then we 
came by the palace, built by Peter, now occupied by 
the Ecclesiastical Academy, and the principal seat of 
priestly instruction in Russia. This large and hand- 
some building stands just within the great wall, and : 
so here were knots of two and three students, young 
men of the upper classes, in eager conversation as 
they walked along the shaded way. More than ofice 
we came upon a solitary student, doubled up in an 
embrasure with book in hand—his place of study for 
the nonce. Then we met little parties of visitors to 
Troitsa like ourselves, and also monks enjoying, 
apparently, a constitutional walk. 

Thus the Troitsa convent is a little world in itself. 
There are gorgeous buildings and decaying offices ; 
there are splendours of hoarded wealth and the plain- 
ness of poverty; imposing ceremonies of religion, and 
careful money-making ; treasuries and shops; students 
and idlers; learning and ignorance; men of grand pre- 
sence, noble stature, and abounding health, glori- 
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ous in youth and beauty; and there are poor decrepit 
creatures, without hope or object in this world, dying, 
alone and uncared for, without a friend to close their 


eyes. 
4, 
Vy : 


Ve, 


338 


CHAPTER XIX. 


Administration of Justice—Bribery in some cases Discountenanced— 
The Bureaucracy—Causes of the Low Morale of Public Officials — 
Insufficient Salaries—No Public Opinion—Frequenters of the Hotel 
Dusaux—A Sign of the Times—The Levelling Process—Language 
of the Upper Classes —Intolerance at the Opera—Native Literature 
—The Works of Lermontoff, Pouchkine, &e—Growth of National 
Sentiment—Serfdom and Freedom—New State of Things—Rise of a 
National History, Drama, Fiction, and Music. 


NE day I was sitting at dinner in one of the pub- 

lic rooms of my hotel with a party of Russian 
gentlemen. The subject of conversation was the ad- 
ministration of justice in the courts of law. I ob- 
-served that I had that day visited the public courts in 
the Kremlin, but unfortunately had found them closed, 
as it was holiday-time. One of those present said he 
should have been glad if I could have witnessed some 
of their procedure, “for,” said he, “we are but be- 
ginners in anything like law, whereas you English 
are a people of law. We are but children, and have 


everything to learn.” 
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I said I had heard that there was a great desire on 
the part of the magistracy at Moscow to act impar- 
tially in their office, and that one proof was they were 
refusing all bribes. 

“We are getting on,” he said; “‘some of our new 
magistrates are really good men;” and he related a 
case within his own knowledge where a gentleman, 
thinking he could bribe the magistrates as in the olden 
. times, had been himself heavily fined for the offence 
of offering the bribe, and kept under durance till the 
fine was paid, immensely to his astonishment. 

Another of the party observed on this, that though 
there were cases where this might be true, they were 
exceptional ; the old state of things hanging about our 
people and offices too much yet. And he went on 
to say, ‘‘ My opinion is that if a man were to kill ano- 
ther here in the open daylight in the middle of this 
street there would be a tremendous hubbub about it 
for a time, but if he had a clever lawyer and plenty 
_ of money he would escape all punishment.” 

On my subsequently mentioning this to an acquaint- 
ance, his remark was, 

“I have no doubt he was right, for the bureaucracy 
of this country are so wretchedly paid by the Go- 
vernment, that they must get money somehow inde- 


oe 
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pendently of ‘their office to support their expensive 
way of living ; and they must be more than men who 
would refuse a heavy sum to let off any man, what- 
- ever he had done. Besides,” he added, “‘ what pub- 
lic opinion is there to bear on them ?—none; and 
what public spirit in favour of real justice and law 
can there be in a people hitherto corrupted in an ex- 
treme degree by serfdom, by. bribery in all the offices 
of state, by general profligacy, and the all but irre- 
sponsible power of the nobles over theix® serfs? The 
spirit, the habits of a people cannot change rapidly 
from bad to good.” 

Presently the subject of conversation changing at 
the dinner table, I observed two men enter the room 
and after much whispering together and looking | 
round in a timid and hesitating manner, seat them- 
selves at a neighbouring table. These rooms of the 
Hétel Dusaux were as a rule frequented only by per- 
sons of a certain class. They were either officers of 
the Army, Russian gentlemen and their wives, mer- 
chants of the upper grades, or foreigners and tra- 
vellers, but all of them having the air and manners of 
people ofa certain social standing. But these two men | 
were different. They were of spare and tall figure, with 


thin faces and pointed features, and their dress was — 
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that of the Russian, native of the smaller shopkeeper 
class, the long black boots, black waistcoat, and 
‘long loose upper coat marking them as of that con- 
dition. Their manners and appearance were so un- 
usual in these rooms that I pointed them out to one 
‘of my neighbours. 

“ What are those men ?” said I. 

He turned, looked’ long and steadily at them, and 
. then said, 

“That is a’sign of the times we are living in. This 
is the first time I have ever seen men of that class in 
these rooms. <A short time ago those men would 
not “have dared to come here, but now the citizen 
class are pushing themselves up where they never 
were before; and it is very natural, for they are free 
to do as they like, and many of them are rich.” 

“You are only beginning to do here,” said I, 
“what we have been doing for years; and levelling is 
going on in all countries rapidly.” 

“Well,” said Count L , “I think it is all right 
that people should be free; and though sometimes 





there are things which are novel and which rather 
shock one’s old habits, yet I am sure this change is all 
for the best.” 


I observed that there was one thing which much 
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surprised me,* that whereas in England we had — 
learned that in the upper Russian society the lan- 
guage of the country was rarely if ever spoken among 
themselves, and that French and German, but princi- 
pally the former, were the common languages of the 
salon, this seemed by no means to be the case, all the. 
Russians, frequenters of these rooms, speaking their 
native language. : 

“Tt is quite true,” he replied, “there is a great | 
change within these few years in this respect. For- 
merly it was considered fashionable to converse in 
French, and people even pretended not to know 
much of Russian; it was considered low and eom- 
mon, the language of the serfs; but now we all talk 
Russ everywhere—in fact, we are becoming national. | 
Hitherto we have been almost like two peoples, mas- 
ters and serfs, with different languages, different habits, 
different ideas ; but now we are becoming one people 
in all ways, and in some things we are getting to be 
intensely national.” 

I alluded to a new opera being played at the great 
Moscow theatre, ‘in which much of the action takes 
place in Poland, and of which the music was Russian, 
and the performers also natives. 


‘Ah! yes,” said he, “a little time ago, when that 


A FURIOUS NATIONALITY, 343 


piece first came out, the audience were’so enraged at 
the sight of the Polish costumes on the stage that 
they hissed and shouted and would not allow the 
opera to go on; and they positively afterwards in- 
sisted that the Polish scenes should be omitted, which 
‘of course spoiled the whole thing. Now they have 
become a little more tolerant, and allow it all to be 
played through ; but’a few years ago the whole piece 
would have been played as a matter of course, the 
Poles unnoticed. Now there is a new spirit alive.” 

I said I thought they avenged themselves for this 
toleration by their national anthem at the end—five 
times had the people called for that anthem on the 
previous night when I had been present. 

‘A furious nationality,” said the Count, laughing. 

Another of the party alluded to the native litera- 
ture, which was beginning to be more appreciated 
generally in the country. 

‘Till lately,” he said, ‘the common reading in 
families has been of books from France, England, 
and Germany, and of these there were so many 
and so good, that few cared to inquire if there was 
any native literature. If anyone called attention to 
Gogol or: Lermontoff, people would say, ‘Oh! it is 


aw ? e e » 
only Russian,"—the language and the writers in it 
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were equally contémned ; but now we find that there 
are writers of fiction in Russ besides the historians 
Karamzin and Solovieff, that their productions are 
fully equal, in many respects, In Imagination and in 
power of detail, to those of many French and English 
writers, though, of course, inferior to your best.” 

I said that I had found at a library in the town a 
number of the works of native authors translated into 
French—works of considerable ability in the world 
of fiction, by authors such as Tourgueneff and Pouch- 
kine, and others. 

“Tf you have not read a work by Pouchkine,” said 
one of the party, “called ‘A Society of Gentlefolks 
in the Country,’ you should get it; it made quite a 
sensation in Russian society when it appeared, about 
five or six years ago. Noone knew that we had a 
writer capable of such a production until it appeared.” 

I had not then read the story mentioned. Various 
other authors were named—SsStcherbina, Kriloff, and 
Griboyedoff. All this was only further proof of the 
growing sentiment of nationality among the Russian 
people—of a growing appreciation of native talent. 

So long as there existed the great division of the 
nation into master and slave, each body using in a 


manner a different language, and therefore conveying 


b 
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along two distinct streams different ideas ‘on life and 
"society, there could grow up,no seal community of 
feeling or opinion between these two great bodies. 


Whatever some authors may have written with the 


attempt to show that the Russian serf was not a 


slave, and that his dependence secured to him 
more advantages than would his liberty, yet, of 


course, in the present condition of thought in the 


‘world, it is but waste of words to show that all 


such argument is a fallacy. It is but waste of words 
to assert that the few small and merely physi- 
cal advantages to the person under slavery or serf- 
dorh, coupled with degradation of mind, are worth 
more than all the higher and mental advantages of 
freedom, with all its inspiring power, its originality of 
thought, and its energy of action. Again it is but a 
waste of words to show that a despotic power of man 
over man is not an injury to the moral nature of 
the master as of the slave; for as-a limited power 
obliges the master to balance with himself the 
question of justice and equity, and so allows these 
higher sentiments to find entrance into his mind 
and to purify and strengthen it even by their very 
presence, so an unlimited power appeals by its na- 
tural influence to the lower passions, and not to the 
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higher sentiments—to the passion of fear and the love 
of dominating, to selfishness and to force, and not to the 
sentiment of charity, of moderation, and of considera- 
tion for others. 

But with the new state of things has burst into ac-_ 
tion a new appreciation of Russian thought, of Rus-. 
sian ability, of Russian nationality. Thus a national 
drama and a national music are taking their place as 
parts of the great social life of the country, and works’ 
of history,.such as those by Solovieff and Polevoi;. of 
drama, such as those of Ozeroff; and of fiction, as by 
Pouchkine and Lermontoff, are asserting their claim 
to an honourable place for the Russian languagé in 


the literature of Europe. 


THE END. 
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SPIRITUAL WIVES. By W. Herworrs Drxon, 


Author of ‘New America,’ &. Fourtu Eprrion, with A NEw 
PREFACE. 2 vols. 8vo. With Portrait of the Author, engraved by 
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“Mr. Dixon has treated his subject in a philosophical spirit, and in his usual 
graphic manner, There is, to our thinking, more pernicious doctrine in one chap- 
ter of sume of the sensational novels which tind admirers in drawing-rooms and 
eulogists in the press thun in the whole of Mr. Dixon's interesting work.”—Zzaminer. 


‘“*No more wondrous narrative of human passion and romance, no stranger con- 
tribution to the litorature of psychology than Mr. Dixon’s book has been published 
since man first began to seek after the laws that govern the moral and intellectual 
life of the human race, To those readers who scek in current literature the plea- 
sures of intellectual excitement we commend it as » work that affords more enter- 
tuinment than can be extracted from a score of romances. But its power to amuse 
is less noteworthy than its instrnctiveness on matters of highest moment. ‘ Spiritual 
Wives’ will be studied with no less profit than interest."—Aforning Post, 


“The subject of ‘Spiritual Wives’ is full of deep interest. If we look at it simply 
as a system, it is replete with scenes which cannot be surpassed even in fiction. 
Regarded from a social point of view, it appears a gigantic evil, and threatens 
society with disintegration. Examined carefully, as a phenomenon of religious life, 
for as such it must be considered, it presents features of great psychological signi- 
ficance, and will be found to illustrate some important truths. Mr. Hepworth 
Dixon's book will be found un interesting exposition of the whole subject of ‘ Spi- 
ritual Wives.’ Ie has obtained his information from the best sources, sought and 
secured interviews with the chiefs of the movement, and the inner circle of their 
supporters at home and abroad. The facts have been most carefully collected, and 
are collated with grout skill and care. Bnt what strikes us most forcibly is the 
power and reticence with which the difficult and delicate topic is discussed in all 
its bearings. The object which the author proposed to himself at the outset was 
to write a chapter for the history necessary to illustrate the spiritual passions of 
man. @And this intention has been fulfilled with unusual ability. The style of the 
work is charming. Some of the sketches of character are traced with the highest 
artistic skill, The scenes intruduced into the nurrative are full.of life and glowing 
with colour. In short, there is nothing to desire as regards the mamner in which 
Mr. Dixon has troated his subject. Regarded from a literary poffit: of view, the 
work is eminently successful.”"—Globve. “ : a oS 


“ Public curiosity is thoroughly awakened on the subject of Spiritual Wives, and 
these two handsome volumes, written in the most vivid, -dhiniited, and pictorial of 
styles, will tell us all thut we need know about them. It.seéms almost superfinous 
to say that the moral of the book, from first to lust, is just what ono might expect 
from a cultivated and high-principled English authoy’ Mr. Dixon has treated a - 
difficult and delicate subject with greut retinement ind jadgment, and he has cer- 
tainly produced a hook which is calculated to absorb the attention pf every intelli- 
gent reader who opens it.""—Star. : oo 


“ Thousands of readcrs have been attracted to ‘Spiritual Wives’ by the brillant 
style in which the theories and facts are put forward. The public will be no longer 
ignorantgf these movements, which stir socicty like the first throes of an earth- 
quake. r. Dixon accounts with perfect justice for the origin and motives of the 
singular movement, In these unhappy Ebelians and blasphemous Agapemonites 
we are bidden to discover the unquiet and disordered result of great and eurnest 
changes in social view."—Daily Telegraph. 

“We recommen to thoughtful persons the perusal of these volumes as contain- 
ing many pregnant reflections on the history of the movements which they chroni- 
cle. A lithe and sinewy style, and a picturesque knowledge of the most attractive 
literary forms, enable Mr. Dixon to make his subject at once interesting and in- 
structive, The tone of the composition is refined and pure toa degree. There is 
uot a coarse line or a coarse thought throughout the two volumes.”—London Review. 


“The most remarkable work of the season—a book which all thoughtful men will 
read with absorbed interest, and which will scarcely startle more readers than it 
charms. The literary merit of the book is high; the style the author's best.!"—Leader. 


“Mr. Dixon writes with rare ability, often eloquently, always enthrallingly, in 
these two volumes about ‘Spiritual Wives.”"—Sun. 
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NEW AMERICA. By Wii1i14m Hepworrs Drxon. 
SEVENTH EDITION. 2 vols. demy 8vo, with Illustrations. 30s. 


“The author of this very interesting book having penetrated through the plains 
and mountains of the Far West into the Salt Lake Valley, here gives us an ex- 
cellent account of the Mormons, and some striking descriptions of the scenes 
‘which he saw, and the conversations which he held with many of the Saints during 
. his sojourn there. For a full account of the singular sect called the Shakers, of 
their patient, loving industry, their admirable schools, and their perpetual inter- 
course with the invisible world, we must refer the reader to this work. Mr. Dixon 
has written thoughtfully and well, and we can recall no previous book on American 
travel which dwells so fully on these much vexed subjects.”"—7Zimes. 

“Mr. Dixon’s book is the work of a keen observer, and it appears at an oppor- 
tune season. Those who would pursue al] the varied phenomena of which we 
have attempted an outline will have reason to be grateful to the intelligent and 
lively guide who has given them such a sample of the inquiry. During his resi- 
dence at Salt Lake City Mr. Dixon was able to gather much valuable and interesting 
information respecting Mormon life and society: and the account of that singular 
body, the Shakers, from his observations during a visit to their chief settlement at 
Mount Lebanon, is one of the best parts of Mr. Dixon's work.”—Quarterly Review. 


“There are few books of this season likely to excite so much general curiosity as 
Mr. Dixon’s very entertaining and instructive work on New America. None are 
more nearly interested in the growth and development of new ideas on the other 
side of the Atlantic than ourselves, The book is really interesting from the first 
page to the last, and it contains a large amount of valuable and curious informa- 
tion.” — Pali Mall Gazette. . 

“In these very entertaining volumes Mr. Dixon touches upon many other fea- 
tures of American society, but it isin his sketches of Mormons, Shakers, Bible-,, 
Communists, and other kindred associations, that the reader will probably find most 
to interest him. We recommend every one who feels any interest in human na- 
ture to read Mr. Dixon's volumes for themselves."-—Saturday Review. : 

‘* We have had nothing about Utah and the Mormons so genuine and satisfactory 
as the account now given us by Mr. Dixon, but he takes also a wider glance at the 
Far West, and blends with his narrative such notes of life as he thinks useful aids 
to a study of the newest social conditions—germs of a society of the future. There 
is not achapter from which pleasant extract might not be made, not a page that does 
not by bright studies of humanity in unaccustomed forms keep the attention alive 
from the beginning to the end of the narrative.”"—E£zraminer. 

“Intensely exciting volumes. The central interest of the book lies in Mr.Dixon's 

icture of Mormon society, and itis forits singular revelations respecting Brigham 
oung’s people, and the Shakers and Bible Communists, that nine readers out 
of every ten will send for an early copy of this strange story. Whilst Mr. Dixon 
speaks frankly all that he knows and thinks, he 7 Sapp it in a fashion that will 
carry his volumes into the hands of every woman in England and America,”"—Post, 

“A book which it is a rare pleasure to read—and which wil] most indubitably bo 
read by all who care to study the newest phenomena of American life.”— Spectator. 

‘* Mr. Dixon’s ‘New America’ is decidedly the cleverest and most interesting, os 
it has already proved the most successful, book published this season.”—Gar. 

“Mr. Dixon has written a book about America having the unusual merit of being 
at once amusing and instructive, true as well as new. Of the books published this 
season there will be none more cordially read."——Macmillan’s Magazine. 

“‘Mr, Dixon's book is a careful, wise, and graphic picture of the most prominent 
social phenomena which tle newest phases of the New World present. The narra- 
tive is full of interest from end to end, as well as of most important subjects for 
consideration. No student of society, no historian of humanity, should be without 
it as a reliable and valuable text-book on New America."—Ail the Year Round. 

“In these graphic volumes Mr. Dixon sketches American men and women, 
sharply, vigorously and truthfully, under every aspect. The smart Yankee, the 
grave politician, the senate and the stage, the pulp t and the prairie, loafers and 
phisntbropists, crowded streets, and the howling wilderness, the saloon and boudotr, 
with woman everywhere at full length—all pase on before us in some of the most 
vivid and brilliant pages ever written."~-Dudblin University Magazine. 
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THE LIFE AND CORRESPONDENCE OF 
THOMAS SLINGSBY DUNCOMBE, tare M.P. ror FINSBURY. 
By his Son, THomas H. DuncomBeE. 2 vols. demy 8vo, with Portrait. 
30s. bound. 


“These volumes contain much racy anecdote, and some startling disclosures 
which will ruffie politicians. Duncombe was at the same time a darling of-May 
Fair, a leader of fashion, a man of many pleasures, and a hard-working Member 
of Parliament who delighted to be called a Tribune of the People. Few men of 
his time were of greater mark amongst the notabilities of London than this 
Patrician Radical, who was Count d’Orsay’s ‘Dear Tommy,’ and Finsbury's 
‘Jonest Tom Duncombe.’ Mr. Duncombe’s singular career is ably handled by his 
only child. He tells us much that the world did not know concerning his remark- 
able sire,”—Athenzum. e . 


‘‘Mr, Duncombe's biography is enriched by a store of various anecdote relating 
to most of the public characters with whom he came in contact during his parlia- 
mentary life, and is replete with reminiscences of the beau monde and amusing 
anecdotes of the fashionable celebrities with whom he habitually associated.” —Post. 


“These volumes will gratify much curiosity and convey to all readers a fair idea 
of ‘Honest Tom Duncombe's’ life and political labours. Mr. Duncomhe’s character 
and position were so unique that a faithful portraiture, chiefly derived from his 
own papers, cannot but be both interesting and instructive. The writer discrimin- 
ates amongst his fashionable dramatis persons with sufficient judgment, and there 
is great interest in the sketches, probably based upon Mr. Duncombe's conversa- 
tions, of the leaders of society in his early days. The book is an honest one, and 
will assist all who read it with judgment to master the springs of political action 
here and on the Continent from the Reform Bill downwards.”’—Star. 


“The life of a man who was at once an aristocrat of the first water, a patron of 
the turf and the drama, a leader of fashion, and yet a Radical of Radicals, and the 
patron of every distinguished or undistinguished individual who either had a 
grievance, or who chose to quarrel with the powers that be, in any part of the 
worl may well be supposed to have much about it that must be worth telling; 
and when, as is here the case, it is told with tact and spirit, and plentifully inter- 
mixed with anecdotes, it furnishes one of the most interesting books of the season. 
The history of the various Whig Administrations, from Earl Grey's in 18380, to the 
return of Sir Robert Peel to power in 1841, receives plentiful illustration from these 
volumes; and those who are inclined for another sort of pin Saba find the 
notabilities of fashion and the green-room sketched to the life, from Lady Blessing- 
ton and Count d’Orsay, to Mercandotti and Vestris; so that there is information 
and amusement combined for all. Mr. Duncombe deserved to have his life written, 
and his son has done it well.”——Untted Service Mag. 


‘‘A more interesting book than this life of Mr. Duncombe has not appeared for 
many years, or one more full of reminiscences of stirring incidents, both social and 
political.”—Odserver. 


MEMOIRS AND CORRESPONDENCE OF 
FIELD-MARSHAL VISCOUNT COMBERMERE, G.C.B., &c. 
From his Family Papers. By the Right Hon. Mary Viscountsss 
CoMBERMERE and Capt. W. W. Knouys. 2 v. 8vo, with Portraits. 30s. 


“The gallant Stapleton Cotton, Viscount Combermere, was one of those men 
who belong to two epochs. He was a soldier, actively engaged, nearly ten years 
before the last century came to its troubled close; an@ he was among us but as 
yesterday, a noble veteran, gloriously laden with years, laurels, and pleasant re- 
miniscences. To the last this noble soldier and most perfect gentleman took 
cheerful part in the duties and pleasures of life, leaving to an only son an inherit- 
ance of a great name, and to a sorrowing widow the task of recording how the 
bearer of the name won for it all his greatness. This has been done, evidently as 
@ labour of love, by Lady Combermere, and she has been efficiently assisted in the 
military details by Captain Knollys, ah from the biographical and prof 
details, the volumes, moreover, are full of sketches of persons of impo or 
interest who came into connection with Lord Combermere.”—Athensum. , 
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SAINTS AND SINNERS; OR, IN CHURCH 
eee IT. By Dr. Doran. 2 volumes large post 8vo. 


CONTENTS :—The Magnates of the Old Church—The Old Folk of the Old Church— 
Life Round St. Paul’s Cross—Sceptre and Crosier—Throne and Pulpit—Ordination 
—Preferment—Congregations—Pews—Notes on Stray Sermons—Font, Altar, and 
Grave—Irregular Marriages—Long and Short Sermons—Texts and Church Stories 
—Style at Home—Titles and Dress—Sports and Pastimes—Tho Joy Songs of the 
Church—Royal, Military, Naval, Family, and Newgate Chaplains—Popular and 
Fashionable Churches—Fashionable Congregations—fsountry Clergymen—Hono- 
rarium—Slang in High Places—Axe and Crosier—The Pulpit and the Boards, &c. 


“This is by far Dr. Doran’s hest work. He has taken the humonurist’s view of 
our ecclesiastical history, and gossips with characteristic ability about the drolleries 
and eccentricities of the venerable order which in these luter times has given us @ 
fair proportion of sound scholars and good Christians. We congratulate him on 
the production of a book which abounds in comical stories about solemn matters, 
and yet is so pure of irreverence that of the laughter which is sure to ring out over 
its pages the Joudest will be heard within country parsonuges.”—Athenwum. 


“ Few writers know so well as Dr. Doran how to make a, lively, gossipy book 
He has added another to his list of works of this description in ‘Saints and Sinners., 
The book deals with men and things connected with our ecclesiatical organizations- 
and especially with the Church of England. It is easy for anyone of ordinary ex, 
perience to understand what a mine of anecdote is to be found in such a field, 
Dr. Doran, however, has discovered lodes which were not within the common ken 
and has shown how rich they are in amusing stories. We have no hesitation in 
saying that these volumes are among the pleasantest and most amusing of the 
season.” —Star. 


' “An infinitely interesting and instructive work, worthy of the strongest*com- 
mendation on the part of the critic, and the most effective patronage on the part of 
the public. Its pages are full of gossippiug anecdotes of kings, bishops, priests, 
clergymen, and others connected with tho Church.”—Observer. 


. 
oJ 


“This work will maintain Dr. Doran's character as a most amusing writer, and 
greatly tend to increase his well-merited popularity.” —Messenger. 


“These volumes make very pleasant reading, and opened at hazard at any mo- 
ment ure pretty sure to provide matter for entertainment and information.”—Sun. 


THE LIFE OF JOSIAH WEDGWOOD; From 


his Private Correspondence and Family Papers, in the possession 
of JosEPH Mayer, Esq., F.S.A., Francis WEDawoobp, Esq., C. Dar- 
win, Esq., M.A., F.R.S., Miss WEpe@woop, and other Original 
Sources. With an Introductory Sketch of the Art of Pottery in 
England. By Eviza Mernyarp. Dedicated to the Right Hon. W. 
E. Guapstone. Complete in 2 vols. 8vo, with Portraits and 300 
other Beautiful Illustrations, elegantly bound. 


“An important contribufion to the annals of industrial biography. Miss Mete- 
yard has executed a laborious task with much care and fidelity. ‘The book is pro- 
fusely illustrated, and the illustrations deserve the highest praise. They are exe- 
cuted with extreme beauty.—7imes. 

“A work that is indispensable to all who wish to know anything about English 
ceramic art and its great inventor. The volumes are in themselves marvels of de- 
corative and typographical skill More beautifully printed pages, more creamy 
paygy, and more dainty wvod-cuts have seldom met our eyes.” —Saturday Review. 


“An admirable, well-written, and most interesting book."—Athenswm. 
, ; 
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AROUND THE KREMLIN; or, PICTURES OF 


‘Lire in Moscow. By G. T. Lowru, Author of “The Wanderer 
in Arabia,” &. 1 vol. 8vo, with Illustrations. lbs. = “ 


THROUGH SPAIN TO THE SAHARA. By 


Maritpa Beruam Epwarps. Author of ‘A Winter with the Swal- 
lows,’ &c. 1 vol. 8vo, with Illustrations. 15s. 


“Miss Edwards is an excellent traveller. She has a keen eye for the beautiful in 
nature and art, and in description hor language has a polished and easy grace that 
reminds us of Eothon.”—Saturday Review. 


‘Miss Edwards’ sketches‘hredively und original, afd her volume supplies plea- 
sant reading.” —A theneum. 


“In these entertaining pages Miss Edwards tells us pleasantly and gracefully 
of her wandcrings in Spain. All she writes is fresh and sparkling.” —Zraminer. 


“¢Through Spain to the Sahara’ is the title of a new book from the pen of Miss 
M. Betham Edwards, whose ‘ Winter with the Swallows’ excited no little interest 
by its vivid and entertaining sketches of Algiers. Her present work is mainly 
devoted to Spain; and tho reader will not fail to be attracted by the authoress’s 
picturesque style and singular clearness of description. Visiting Burgos, Madrid, 
‘Toledo, Cordova, Malaga, Granada, and Gibraltar, she had ample opportunity of 
muking herself acquainted with the splendid remains of Moorish and Gothic urchi- 
tecture which are the glory of Spain, although that decaying nation has long lost 
the power to appreciate them. Crossing from Gibraltar to the French town of 
Nemours, she travelled through the province of Oran to the city of Algiers, touch- 
ing the Great Desert by the way. In her closing chapters she gives a peep of 
colonial and military life in Algeria, and draws some pictures of the Arabs, both 
settled and nomadic, which will amply repay study.’—Siar. 


A*TRIP TO THE TROPICS, AND HOME 
THROUGH AMERICA. By the Marquis oF Lorne. Second 
Edition. 1 vol. 8vo, with Illustrations. 15s. 

“The best book of travels of the seuson.”—Pall Alall Gazette. 

“he tone of Lord Lorno's book is thoroughly healthy and vigorous, and his 
remurks upon men and things are well-reasoned and acute. As records of the 
fresh impressions Ioft on the mind of a young tourist who saw much, and can give 
a pleasant, intelligent account of what he saw, the book is in every way satis- 
factory.” —TJ ines. 

‘““A ploasunt record of travel in the Western Islands and the United States. Lord 
Lorne saw a good deal of socicty both in the South und in the North. Wis tone is 
good, without undue partisan feeling. We can offer him our congratulations on 
his first essay as a traveller and an author.”—Atheneum. 

“Lord Lorne’s book is pleasantly written. It is the unaffected narrative of a 
traveller of considerable impartiality and dosire for informution.”—Saturday Review. 


“In no other book will the reader find a more correct and life-like picture of the 
places and persons visited by the Marquis of Lorne, and no where more frankness 
and truthfulness in the statement of facts and impressions."—Z.raminer. 


UNDER THE PALMS IN ALGERIA AND 


TUNIS. By the Hon. Lewis WINGFIELD. 2 vols. post 8vo, with 
Illustrations. 21s. 


__, These are sterling volumes, full of entertainment and well stocked with reliable 
information.” — Post. 


‘Mr. Wingfield’s entertaining work contains a good deal of informatiog,con- 





_ cerning the present state, political and social, of the peoplo of Algeria, both native 


and colonial, and is very agreeably written, the style being easy, animat 
genial.”—Daily News. TY 88 y mh y & easy, animated, and 
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THE SPORTSMAN AND NATURALIST IN 


CANADA. With Notes on the Natural History of the Game, 
Game Birds, and Fish of that country. By Masor W. Ross Kine, 
F.R.G.S., F.S.A.8. 1 vol. super royal 8vo, Ilustrated with beauti- 
ful Coloured Plates and Woodcuts. 20s. Elegantly bound. 


“Truthful, simple, and extremely observant, Major King has been able to throw 
much light upon the habits as well as the zoological relations of the animals with 
which he came in collision; and his descriptions of the country, as well as of the 
creatures inhabiting it, are as bright and graphic as they are evidently correct.”— 
Atheneum. 

“In ‘The Sportsman and Naturalist in Canada’ we have a full, trne, and com- 
prehensive record of all the facts concerning Americ# animals which the author 
was able in a three years’ residence to collect. e have these facts in a goodly 
volume, splendidly illustrated, and with its contents so well arranged that a refer- 
ence to any description of bird, beast. or fish may be made almost instantly. It is 
an important contribution to Natural History, and a work the intending traveller 
will consult once and again, since it gives him the information he most needs, and 
finds least generally accessible. The book will take its position in the foremost 
rank of works of its class. The descriptions throughout are written by one who is 
a master of his subject, and who writes English such as few are able to equal. Of 
recent British travellers few can vie with its authof in close observation of nature, 
and in those graces of eit bes and scholarship which make the information con- 
tained in his volume as A ras to obtain as it is valuable to preserve. In fact, 
since the works of Eliot Warburton and Kinglake, no book of travels with which 
we are acquainted has been written in a style more clear, forcible picturesque.”"— 
Sunday Times. 


LIFE IN A FRENCH CHATEAU. By Huserr 
KE. H. Jernincuam, Esq. Second Edition. 1 vol. post 8vo, with 
Illustrations. 10s. 6d. bound. ‘ 


“Mr, Jerningham’s attractive and amusing voiume will be perused with much 
interest.”—Morning Post. 

‘‘A thoroughly fresh and delightful narrative—valuable, instructive, and enter- 
taining.”"—United Service Magazine. 

“A readable, pleasant, and amusing book, in which Mr. Jerningham records his 
life among the denizens of the French Chateau, which extended its courtly hospi- 
tality to him, in a very agreeable and entertaining manner.”—Court Journal. 


IMPRESSIONS OF LIFE AT HOME AND 
ABROAD. By Lord Evstace Ceom, M.P. 1 vol. 8vo. 


‘Lord Eustace Cecil has selected from various journeys the points which most 
interested him, and has reported them in an unaffected style. The idea is a good 
one, and is carried out with success. We are grateful for a good deal of informa- 
tion given with unpretending good sense.”— Saturday Review. 


A WINTER WITH THE SWALLOWS IN 
eee By Matmpa BerHam Epwarps. 8vo, with Ilustra- 
tions. 8. € 


“A pleasant volume; a genuine, graphic record of a time of thorough enjoy- 
ment.”—A thenseum. 

“A fresh and fascinating book, full of matter and beauty. It is one of the most 
instructive books of travel of the season, and one of the brightest. It would be diffi- 
cult to overpraise it.”—Spectator. 

“A bright, blithe, picturesque, artistic book, full of colour and sunshine, and 
replete with good sense and sound observation. To the enthusiasm of the book a 
great portion of its beauty and its attraction are owing, but solid information and 
the reality of things in Algeria are never disguised in favour of the bright land to 
which the author followed the Swallows.”— Post. 
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A BOOK ABOUT LAWYERS. By J.C. JEar- 


FRESON, Barrister-at-Law, author of ‘A Book about Doctors,’ &. 
New, Revised, and Cheaper Edition. 2 vols. post 8vo. 24s. 


Prixcrpat Contents :—The Great Seal, Royal Portraits, The Practice of Sealing, 
Lords Commissioners, On Damasking, The Rival Seala, Purses of State, A Lady 
Keeper, Lawyers in Arms, The Devil’s Own, Lawyers on Horseback, Chan- 
cellors’ Cavalcades, Ladies in Law Colleges, York House, Powis House, 
Lincoln's Inn Fields, The Old Law Quarter, Loves of the Lawyers, The Three 
Graces, Rejected Addresses, Brothers in Trouble, Fees to Counsel, Retainers 
Special and General, Judicial Corruption, Gifts and Sales, Judicial Salaries, 
Costume and Toilet, Millinery, Wigs, Bands and Collars, Bags and Gowns, The 
Singing Barrister, Actors at the Bar, Political Lawyers, The Peers, Lawyers in 
the House, Legal Education, Inns of Court and Inns of Chancery, Lawyers and 
Gentlemen, Law Fren@h and Law Latin, Readers and Mootmen, Pupils in 
Chambers, Wit of Lawyers, Humorous Stories, Wits in Silk and Punsters in 
Ermine, Circuiters, Witnesses, Lawyers and Saints, Lawyers in Court and 
Society, Attorneys at Law, Westminster Hall, Law and Literature, &. 


“+A Book about Lawyers’ deserves to be very popular. Mr. Jeaffreson has 
accomplished his work in a very creditable manner. He has taken pains to collect 
information from persons as well as from books, and he writes with a sense of 
keen enjoyment which greatly enhances the reader’s pleasure. He introduces us 
to Lawyerdom under a variety of phases—we have lawyers in arms, lawyers on 
horseback. lawyers in love, and lawyers in Parliament, We are told of their sala- 
ries and fees, their wigs and gowns, their jokes and gaieties. We meet them at 
home and abroad, in court, in chambers, and in company. In the chapters headed 
‘Mirth,’ the author has gathered together a choice sheaf of anecdotes from the days 
of More down to Erskine and Eldon.”—7Z'%mes. 


“These volumes will afford pleasure and instruction to all who read them, and 
they will increase the reputation which Mr. Jeaffreson has already earned by his 
large industry and great ability. We are indebted to him for about seven hundred 
pages, all devoted to the history and illustration of legal men and things. It is much 
that we can say for a book, that there is not a superfluous page in it.’ —Athenzum, 


“The success of his ‘Book about Doctors’ has induced Mr. Jeaffreson to write 
another book—about Lawyers. The subject is attractive. Itisa bright string of 
anecdotes, skilfully put together, on legal topics‘of all sorts, but especially in illus- 
tration of the lives of famous lawyers. Mr. Jeaffreson has not only collected a large 
number of good stories, but he has grouped them pleasantly, and tells them well. 
We need say little to recommend a book that can speak for itself so pleasantly. 
he livelier reading is to be found among the new books of the season.”—~ 

caminer. 


HISTORIC PICTURES. By A. Battie Cocnrang, 
.P. 2 vols. 


“Mr. Baillie Cochrane has published two entertaining velumes of studies from 
history. They are lively reading. ‘My aim,’ he says, ‘has been to depict events 
generaliy known in a light and, if possible, a picturesque manner.’ Mr. Cochrane 
has been quite successful in carrying out this intention. The work is a study of the 
more interesting moments of history—what, indeed, the author himself calls it, 
‘Historic Pictures.’ "—TZimes. 


THE HON. GRANTLEY BERKELEY’S LIFE 
aad Pa Vols. III. and IV. completing the 
ork. 30s., bound. 


“A book unrivalled in its position in the range of modern literature.” —T¥mes. 


“A clever, freespoken man of the world, son of an earl with £70,000 a-year, who 
has lived from boyhood the life of a club-man, sportsman, and man of fashion, has 
thrown his best stories about himself and his friends, into an aneodotic autobiogra- 
phy. Of course it is eminently readable. Mr. Grantley Berkeley writes easily and 
well The book is full of pleasant stories, all told as easily as if they were related 
at a club-window, and all with point of greater or less piquancy.”—Spectator. 


7 





18, GrEaT MaRLBoRoUGH STREET. 


MESSRS. HURST AND BIPACKETT’S 
NEW WORKS—Continued. 


ENGLISH TRAVELLERS AND ITALIAN 
BRIGANDS: a Narrative of Capture and Captivity. By W. J. C. 
MoEns. Second Edition. Revised with Additions. 2 vols., with 
Portrait and other Illustrations. 


“Mr. Moens had a had time of it among the Italian Brigands. But his misfor- 
tunes are now to himself and to his friends a source of no little entertainment, and 
We can say for those who listen to his story that we have followed him in his 
adventures with pleasure. Ile tells his tale in a clear and simple style, and with 
that confident manliness which is not afraid to be natural.”—The Times, 


TRAVELS IN FRANCE AND GERMANY IN 
1865 AND 1866: Including a Steam-Vdyage down the Danube, 
and a Ride across the Mountains of European Turkey from Bel- 
grade to Montenegro. By Captain Spencrr, author of ‘ Travels in 
Circassia,’ &c. 2 vols. 


A JOURNEY FROM LONDON TO PERSE- 
POLIS; including WANDERINGS IN DAGHESTAN, GEORGIA, 
ARMENIA, KURDISTAN, MESOPOTAMIA, AND PERSIA. 
By J. Ussuer, Esq., F.R.G.S. Royal 8vo, with numerous beautiful 
Coloured Illustrations. Elegantly bound. 


“This is a very interesting narrative. Mr. Ussher is one of the pleasantest com- 
panious we have met with for a longtime. Wehaverarely read « book of travels in 
which so much was seen so rapidly and so easily, and in which the scenery, the 
antiquities, and the people impressed the author's mind with such gentlemanly 
satisfaction. Mr. Ussher merited his success and this splendid monument of his 
travels and pleasant explorations.”—Times. ; 


TRAVELS IN THE REGIONS OF THE 


AMOOR, anp THE RussiAN ACQUISITIONS ON THE CONFINES OF INDIA 
AND CHINA. By T. W. Atkinson, F.G.S., F.R.G.S., Author of 
“ Oriental and Western Siberia.” Dedicated, by permission, to 
HER Magesty. Royal 8vo, with Map and 83 Illustrations. 


A PERSONAL NARRATIVE OF THIRTEEN 
YEARS’ SERVICE AMONGST THE WILD TRIBES OF 
KHONDISTAN, FOR THE SUPPRESSION OF HUMAN 
SACRIFICE. By Major-General JoHN CamMpBELL, C.B. 1 vol. 8vo, 
with Illustrations. 


TRAVELS AND ADVENTURES OF AN OFFI- 
CER’S WIFE IN INDIA, CHINA, AND NEW ZEALAND. 
By Mrs. Moter, Wife of Lieut.-Colonel D. D. Mursr, 13th (Prince 
Albert’s) Light Infantry. 2 vols. 


ADVENTURES.AMONGST THE DYAKS OF 
BORNEO. By FREDERICK Boy1e, Esq., F.R.G.S. 1 vol. 8vo. 


YACHTING ROUND THE WEST OF ENG- 


LAND. By the Rev. A. G. L’Estranes, B.A., of Exeter College, 
Oxford, R.T.Y.C. 1 vol. 8vo, Illustrated. 


ADVENTURES AND RESEARCHES among the 
ANDAMAN ISLANDERS. By Dr. Movar, F.R.G.S., &c. 1 vol. - 
demy 8vo, with Dlustrations. 
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NEW WORKS—Continued. 


CHARLIE VILLARS AT CAMBRIDGE. By 
G. L. Totrennam, Trinity College. 2 vols. 21s. 


From THE “ Tres,” Aprit 9.— There are many interesting and suggestive topics 
treated of in Mr. Tottenham’s book. The author deserves credit for the fidelity 
with which he introduces to us the successive scenes of a university man’s career. 
Many of his descriptions are given with a good deal of spirit. In one respect Mr. 
Tottenham possesses an advantage over Mr. Hughes. He describes Cambridge 
life, if not exactly as it is at the present moment, at any rate as it was very re- 
cently.” 


“The author of ‘Charlie Villars’ is a most interesting and amusing writer. 
Scholars and statesmen, dons and undergraduates, naval and military men, sports- 
men ard turfites, amateurs and actors, will not leave ‘Charlic Villars’ when once 
they have commenced a pefusal of his adventures; and the gentler sex will take 
delight in it as a work of great power and undoubted talent, and one which must 
enchain their sympathies.”"—Court Juurnal. 


“¢(Charlie Villars at Cambridge’ is agreed on all sides to be a trustworthy ac- 
count of life at that University.”"—Daily Nes. 


“This book abounds in sport of all kinds, and will please Old Trinity men im- 
mensely. Every page gives the reader an insight into Cambridge University life.” 
—Beill’s Life. 


LADY ARABELLA STUARTS LIFE AND 
LETTERS: including numerous Original and Unpublished Docu- 
ments. By Eiizaseru Cooper. 2 vols., with Portrait. 21s. 


“ Tho ‘ Life and Letters of Lady Arabella Stuart’ is an unusually good specimen 
of its class. Miss Cooper has really worked at her subject. She has read a good 
deal of MSS, and, whut is better still, she has printed a good deal of what she has 
read. The book has a real and substantial historical value.”—Saturday Review. 


MEMOIRS OF QUEEN HORTENSE, MOTHER 
OF NAPOLEON III. Cheaper Edition, in 1 vol. 6s. 


“A biography of the beautiful and unhappy Queen, more satisfactory than any we 
have yet met with.”—Daily News. 


THE BEAUTIFUL IN NATURE AND ART. 
By Mrs. Exuis. Author of ‘The Women of Engiand,’ &. 1 vol. 
crown 8vo, with fine Portrait. 10s. 6d. 


“ With pleasure her numerous admirers will welcome a new book by the popular 
authoress of ‘The Women of England.’ A very charming volume is this new work 
by Mrs. Ellis. Its aim is to assist the young students of art in those studies and 
subjects of thought which shall enable them rightly to appreciate and realise that 
oft-quoted truth, ‘A thing of beauty is a joy for ever.’ ‘The Truthfulness of Art,’ 
‘The Love of Beauty,’ ‘The Love of Ornament,’ ‘Early dawn of Art,’ and various 
chapters of a kindred nature, are followed by others descriptive of ‘Learning to 
Draw,’ ‘Imitation,’ ‘ Light and Shadow,’ ‘Form,’ ‘Colour,’ ‘Lady's Work,’ &. The 
work will interest many fair reuaders."—Sun. 


WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE... By Carpinar 


Wiseman. 1 vol. 8vo, ds. 


RECOLLECTIONS OF A LIFE OF ADVEN- 


TURE. By Wuoiiam Sramer. 2 vols. with Portrait. 


BRIGAND LIFE IN ITALY. By Counr Marrer. 


2 vols. 8vo. 
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THE NEW ‘AND POPULAR NOVELS, 
PUBLISHED BY HURST & RLACKETT. 


ROBERT FALCONER. By Grorer Mac DonaLp 
LL.D. Author of “ Alec Forbes,” &c. 8 vols. 


ENGLEWOOD HOUSE. 3 vols. 
COLONEL FORTESCUE’S DAUGHTER. By 


LaDy Caarirs THYNNE, Author of “ Off the Line,” &c. 3 vols. 


“ This story places Lady Charles Thynne in the front rank of our female novelists. 
The absorbing interest of the work is most successfully sustained, and the charac- 
ters are depicted with admirable skilL”"—United Service Mag. 

“ The interest of this story is unfiagging, and its tone is pleasant and healthy. 
There is good character-drawing, and the plot is deepky interesting, and, so far as 
we know, entirely original in its treatment.”—Star'. 


FROM OLYMPUS TO HADES. By Mrs. For- 


REsTER, Author of “ Fair Women.” 3 vols. 


“A novel of no ordinary power and pathos, distinctive in ita character and 
thoroughly original. It is a story that any woman or any man might well be 
proud to have written."— United Service Mag. 

‘A novel of no ordinary ability. Its moral is excellent, and the plot is arranged 
with consummate skill. The characters are very well drawn.”—John Bull. 


THE COUNTESS’S CROSS. By Mrs. EcErron. | 


3 vols. 

“The interest of this story never flags, the style is easy and natural ; the pictures 
of Northern Italy are sunny, fresh and true. The portraits are cleverly drawn.”— 
Pali Mali Gazette. 

“Altogether this story is pretty, the writing very correct, the moral excellent, 
and the book readable. The characters are powerfully delineated."—-Morning Post. 


DORA. By Jutia Kavanaeu. Author of ‘ Nathalie,’ 
‘Adele,’ &e. 3 vols. 

“The whole story is unique in talent, interest, and charm.”—Zzaminer. 

“Miss Kavanagh always writes things that are worth reading. In the present 
novel there are sketches of character, household interiors, bits of descriptive life 
which are charming.”—Atheneum. 

“ A charming story, most charmingly written, full of incidents and full of charac- 
ter. This delightful and enthralling narrative is, in many respects, the happpiest 
effusion of Miss Kavanagh's imagination.”—Sun. 


COUNTRY COTERIES. By Lavy Cuarrerron. 


“ Lady Chatterton has given us a clever and amusing novel. There is enough of 
real life and sociéty to make the characters natural, and to give the book the zest 
of gossip about neighbours with whom we are personally acquainted. ‘Oountry 
Coteries ’ is intended to amuse a leisure hour, and it is just the book calculated to 
do this pleasantly and well. *—Athenzum. 

“A remarkably clever and amusing story. The plot is intricate and ingenious, 
the style lively and humourous.”—Post. 


MORTIMER’S MONEY. By S. Russet WHITNEY. 


_ “ This story is deeply interesting. The plot is natural and probable, the dialogue 
lively and spirited.” — United Service Mag. 
‘“‘ A well told story, of no ordinary interest.”"—John Bull. 
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THE NEW AND POPULAR NOVELS, 
PUBLISHED BY HURST & BLACKETT. 


A NOBLE WOMAN. By J. ©. J#arrreson, 
Author of “Live it Down,” &. Sconp Eprrion. 8 vols. 


“The book now before us owes its existence to good, honest work, and it has 
other merits also. In his story cf ‘A Noble Woman’ Mr. Jeaffreson has been con- 
tent to depend for success upon the charm which attaches to a series of pictures 
representing pleasant subjects treated in an artistic style. Many of the descriptive 
passages in the book are excellent, and there is real humour in the story as well as 
real pathos.”"—Saturday Review. 

“Mr. Jeaffreson’s present work is a very pleasant book to read. It has the air 
of being a real narrative rather than a novel. There is excellent portraiture of life 
in an English county town. The careers of the two men who are the chief per- 
sonages in the book are worked out to their natural end and admirably devised. 
The story has a healthy, genuine reality which makes it charming.” —Atheneum. 


“A masterly work of fictign. It is a truthful and carefully wrought out sketch 
of real life.”"—Daily News. c 


MEG. By Mrs. Eroart, Author of “The Curate’s 


Discipline,” &. 3 vols. 

“This novel is a very good one.”"—Eraminer.——" Mrs, Eiloart’s writing is very 
clever.""—Spectator.——“ A very clever and finely constructed story, full of human 
interest and overflowing with rich qualities of intellect and art, and mirthful, pa- 
thetic, and unwearying reading.”—Post.——“ This story is everywhere well written. 
It is pathetic, it is hamourous, it shows much originality.”—Star. 


JEANIE’S QUIET LIFE. By the Author of ‘St. 
Olave’s,’ ‘ Alec’s Bride,’ &. 3 vols. 


“This book is written in a very graceful manner, occasionally eloquent and 
athetic. Many of the pictures of country life are very pretty, and some of the 
ove scenes have a great deal of poetry in them. The book has a vitality which 

distinguishes the productions of but few contemporary novelists. The author has 
shown a real creative power, and has given us some perfectly new and original 
charasters.”—Saturday Review. 


OLD SIR DOUGLAS. By the Hon. Mrs. Norton, 
Author of ‘ Lost and Saved,’ &. SgconD Eprrion. 3 vols. 


“There is scarcely a chapter that could have been written by a common-place 
person, and the author's reflections are always worth reading. The incidents are 
powerfully and Lane bigs bt told, and we are especially struck by the conception 
of Margaret Carmichael.”—7Z2mes, 

“A thoroughly readable and wholesome work of fiction. It is a book that will 
satisfy the expectations of Mrs. Norton's many admirers,”"—Atheneum. 


TWO MARRIAGES. By the Author of ‘John 
Halifax, Gentleman,’ ‘ Christian’s Mistake,’ &. 2 vols. 


“We have no hesitation in affirming the ‘Two Marriages’ to be in many respects 
the very best book that the author has yet produced. Rarely have we read a work 
written with so exquisite a delicacy, full of so tender an interest, and conveying so 
salutary a lesson.”"—British Quarterly Review. 


NORTHERN ROSES. By Mars. Extis, Author 
of ‘The Women of England,’ &. 3vols. , 
“A very interesting, natural, and instractive story.”—Post. 


RAYMOND’S HEROINE. Second Edition. 3 vols. 


‘A clever and vigorous work. It is a book which deserves to be read, and it will 
be read with breathless interest.”"—TZimes, 


A HERO’S WORK. By Mrs. Durrus Harpy. 3v. 


“Mrs. Hardy has written so well, that her book will please numerous readers 
who like to be addressed by a woman of good sense and refinement."—7Z¥mee. 


ll 


aren RP TEE IEEE EEO IAAT AEE §— LENA RLM — os Le RRNA vm 


Under the Especial Patronage of Per Wlajesty. 


Published annually, in One Vol., royal 8vo, with*the Arms beautifully 
engraved, handsomely bound, with gilt edges, price 81s. 6d. 
‘ 


LODGE’S PEERAGE 
AND BARONETAGE, 


CORRECTED BY THE NOBILITY. 
THE THIRTY-SEVENTH EDITION FOR 1868 IS NOW READY. 


LopGe's PEERAGE AND BARONETAGE is acknowledged to be the most 
complete, as well as the most elegant, work of the kind. As an esta~- 
blished and authentic authority on all questiéns respecting the family 
histories, honours, and connections of the titled aristocracy, no work has 
ever stood so high. It is published under the especial patronage of Her 
Majesty, and is annually corrected throughout, from the personal com- 
munications of the Nobility. It isthe only work of its class in which, the 
type being kept constantly standing, every correction is made in its proper 
place to the date of publication, an advantage which gives it supremacy 
over all its competitors. Independently of its full and authentic informa- 
tion respecting the existing Peers and Baronets of the realm, the most 
sedulous attention is given in its pages to the collateral branches of the 
various noble families, and the names of many thousand individuals are 
introduced, which do not appear in other records of the titled classes. For 
its authority, correctness, and facility of arrangement, and the beauty of 
its typography and binding, the work is justly entitled to the place it 
occupies on the tables of Her Majesty and the Nobility. 





LIST OF THE PRINCIPAL CONTENTS. 


Historical View of the Peerage. The Archbishops and Bishops of England, 

Parliamentary Roll of the House of Lords. Ireland, and the Colonies. 

English, Scotch, and Irish Peers, in their | The Baronetage alphabetically arranged. 
orders of Precedence. Alphabetical List of Surnames assumed by 

Alphabetical List of Peers of Great Britain members of Noble Families. 





and the United Kingdom, holding supe- 
rior rank in the Scotch or Irish Peerage. 

Alphabetical list of Scotch and Irish Peers, 
holding superior titles in the Peerage of 
Great Britain and the United Kingdom. 

A Collective list of Peers, in their order of 
Precedence. 

Table of Precedency among Men. 

Table of Precedency among Women. 

The Queen and the Royal Family. 

Peers of the Blood Royal. 

The Peerage, alphabetically arranged. 

Families of such Extinct Peers as have left 
Widows or Issue. 


Alphabetical List of the Second Titles of 
Peers, usually borne by their Eldest 
Sons. 

Alphahetical Index to the Daughters of 
Dukes, Marquises, and Karls, who, hav- 
ing married Commoners, retain the title 
of Lady before their own Christian and 
their Husband’s Surnames. 

Alphabetical Index to the Daughters of 
Viscounts and Barons, who, having 
married Commoners, are styled Honour- 
able Mrs.; and, in case of the husband 
being a Baronet or Knight, Honourable 


Lady. 
Alphabetical List of the Surnames of all the ee alphabetically arranged and trans- 
te 


Peers. 


la 


“Lodge's Peerage must supersede all other works of the kind, for two reasons: first, it 


is on a better plan ; and secondly, it is better executed. We can safely pronounce it to be 
the readiest, the most useful, and exactest of modern works on the subject.”—Spectator. 
“A work which corrects all errors of former works. Itis a most useful publication.”"—Zimes. 
“A work of great value. It is the most faithful record we possess of the aristo- 
cracy of the day.”—/ost. 
“The best existing, and, we believe, the best possible peerage. . It is the standard 
authority on the subject.”"—Herald. 
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NOW IN COURSE OF PUBLICATION R) 


HURST AND BLACKETT’S STANDARD LIBRARY 


OF CHEAP EDISIONS OF 
POPULAR MODERN WORKS, 


ILLUSTRATED BY MILLAIS, HOLMAN HUNT, LEECH, BIRKET FOSTBR, 
JOHN GILBERT, TENNIEL, &c. 


Bach in a single volume, elegantly printed, bound, and illustrated, price 5s. 


VOL. I1.—SAM SLICK’S NATURE AND HUMAN NATURE. 


“The first volume of Messrs Hurst and Blackett’s Standard Library of Cheap Editions 
forms a very good beginniug to what will doubtless be a very successful undertaking. 
‘Nature and Human Nature’ is one of the best of Sam Slick’s witty and humorous 
productions, and is well entitle@to the large circulation which it cannot fail to obtain in 
its present convenient and cheap s ape. The volume combines with the great recom- 
mendations of a clear, bold type, and good paper, the lesser, but attractive merits of 
being well illustrated and elegantly bound.” —Pos¢. 


VOL. Il—JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN. 


‘This is a very good and a very interesting work. It is designed to trace the career 
from boyhood to age of a perfect man—aChristian gentleman, and it abounds in incident 
both well and highly wrought. Throughout itis conceived in a high spirit, and written 
with great ability. "This cheap and handsome new edition is worthy to pass freely from 
hand to hand as a gift book in many houscholds.”— 2zraminer. : 

“The new and cheaper edition of this interesting work will doubtless meet with great 
success. John Halifax, the hero of this most beautiful story, is no ordinary hero, and 
this his history is no ordinary book. It is a full-length portrait of a true gentleman, 
age of nature’s own nobility. Jt is also the history ofa home, anda thoroughly English 
one. The work abounds in incident, and is full of graphic power and true pathos. 
It is a book that few will read without becoming wiser and better.”—Scotsman. 


OL. III.—THE CRESCENT AND THE CROSS. 
BY ELIOT WARBURTON. 


“Independent of its value as an original narrative, and its useful and interesting 
information, this work is remarkable for the colouring power and play of fancy with 
which its descriptions are enlivened. Among its greatest and most lasting charms is 
its reverent and serious spirit.”—Quarterly Review. 

“A book calculated to prove more practically usefal was never penned than ‘The 
Crescent and the Cross’—a work which surpasses all others in its homage for the sub- 
lime and its love for the beautiful in those famous regions consecrated to everlasting 
immortality in the annals of the prophets, and which no other writer has ever de- 
picted with a pencil at once so reverent and so picturesque.”—Sun. 


VOL. IV.—NATHALIE. BY JULIA KAVANAGH. 


“*Nathalie’ is Miss Kavanagh's best imaginative effort. Its manner is gracious 
and attractive. Its matter is good. A sentiment, a tenderness, are commanded by 
her which areasindividual they are elcgant.”— Atheneum. 


VOL. V.—A WOMAN'S THOUGHTS ABOUT WOMEN. 
BY THE AUTHOR OF “JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN.” 


“ A.book of sound counsel. It is one of the most sensible works of its kind, well- 
written, true-hearted, and altozether practical. Whoever wishes to give advice to a 
young lady may thank the author for means of doing so.”—Karaminer. 


VOL. VI.—ADAM GRAEME. BY MRS OLIPHANT. 


“ A story awakening genuine emotions of interost and delight by its admirable pic- 
tures of Scottish life and scenery. The author sets before us the essential attributes of 
hristian virtue, their deep and silent workings in the heart, and their beautiful mani- 
festationsin life, with a delicacy, power, and truth which can hardly be surpassed ”— Post. 


CG 


& 


HURST AND BLACKETI’S STANDARD LIBRARY 


(CONTINUED). (a 


VOL. VIL—SAM SLICK’S WISE SAWS 
AND MODERN INSTANCES. 


“We have not the slightest intention to criticise this book. Its reputation is made, 
and will stand as long as that of Scott’s or Bulwer’s Novels. The remarkable ori- 
ginality of its purpose, and the happy description it affords of American life and man 
ners, still continue the subject of universal admiration. To say thus much is to 
say enough, though we must just mention that the new edition forms a part of Messrs 
Hurst and Blackett’s Cheap Standard Library, which has included some of the very 
best specimens of light literature that ever have been written.” —Messenger. 


VOL. VITI.—CARDINAL WISEMAN’S RECOLLECTIONS 
OF THE LAST FOUR POPES. 


“A ‘eaque book on Rome and its ecclesiastical sovereigns, by an eloquent Ro- 
man Catholic. Cardinal Wiseman has treated a special subject with so much geniality, 
that his recollections will excite uo ill-feeling in these Who are most conscientiously op- 
posed to every idea of human infallibility represented in Papal domination.” —Athenaum. 


VOL. IX. A LIFE FOR A LIFE. 
BY THE AUTHOR OF “JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN.” 
°*In ‘A Life for a Life’ the author is fortunate in agood subject, and has produced 
a work of strong effect.”—Athenaeum. 


VOL. X.—THE OLD COURT SUBURB. BY LEIGH HUNT. 


* A delightful book, that will be welcome to all readers, and most welcome to those 
i have a love a the ee of patra ePaper ag eee 7 
‘A more agreeable and en n as not been pu since Boswell pro- 
his reminiscences of J pnp tpt : 


VOL. XI.—MARGARET AND HER BRIDESMAIDS. 


“We recommend all who are in search of a fascinating novel to read this »work for 
themselves. They will find it well worth their while. There are a freshness and ori 


ginality about it quite charming.” —A? m 


VOL. XII.—THE OLD JUDGE. BY SAM SLICK. 


** The publications included in this yt erwitvhars been of good quality; many give 
information while they entertain, and of that class the book before us is a specimen. 
The manner in which the Cheap Editions forming the series is produced deserves 
especial mention. The paper and print are unexceptionable ; there is a steel engraving 
in each volume, and the outsides of them will satisfy the purchaser who likes to see 
books in handsome uniform.” —Hargminer. 


VOL. XIII.—DARIEN. BY ELIOT WARBURTON. 


“This last production of the author of ‘The Crescent and the Cross’ has the same 
elements ofa very wide popularity. It will please its thousands.”—Globe. 


VOL. XIV.—FAMILY ROMANCE; OR, DOMESTIC 
ANNALS OF THE ARISTOCRACY. 


BY SIR BERNARD BURKE, Uuster Kine or Arms. 


“Tt were impossible to praise too highly this most interesting book. It ought to be 
found on every drawing-room table. Here you have nearly fifty captivating romances 
with the pith of all their interest preserved in undiminished poignancy, and any one 
may be read in half an hour.” —Atandard. 


VOL. XV.—THE LAIRD OF NORLAW 
BY MRS OLIPHANT. | 
* The Laird of Norlaw fully sustains the author’s high reputation.”— Sunday Ttmes, 


HURST AND BLACKETT’S STANDARD LIBRARY 


(CONTINUED). @ 
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VOL. XVI.—THE ENGLISHWOMAN IN ITALY. 
**We can praise Mrs Gretton’s book as intere@ting, unexaggerated, and full of ,oppor- 

tune instruction.” ~The Times, 
VOL. XVIL—NOTHING NEW. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF “JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN.” 
a on ak | i eaaaiamanaa 
VOL. XVIIL—FREER’S LIFE OF JEANNE D’ALBRE1. 


“Nothing can be more interesting than Miss Freer’s story of the life of ‘Jeanne 
D’Albret, and the narrative is as trustworthy as it is attractive.”—Post. 


VOL. XIX.—THE eVALLEY OF A HUNDRED FIRES. 
BY THE AUTHOR OF “MARGARET AND HER BRIDESMAIDS.” 
““We know no novel of the last three or four F hieoke to equal this latest production of 
the popular authoress of ‘Margaret and her Bridesmaids. If asked to classify it, we 
should give it a place between ‘John Halifax’ and ‘The Caxtons.’”—Herald, 
VOL. XX.—THE ROMANCE OF THE FORUM. 
BY PETER BURKE, Sera@zant at Law. 


A work of singular interest, which can never fail tocharm. The present cheap and 
elegant edition includes the true story of the Colleen Bawn.”—Illustrated News. 


VOL. XXI.—ADELE. BY JULIA KAVANAGH. 
“© ¢ Adele’ is the best work we have read by Miss Kavanagh; it is a charming story 
full of delicate character-painting.”—<Athen@um. 

< VOL. XXII—STUDIES FROM LIFE. 


BY THE AUTHOR OF “JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN.” 


“These ‘Studies from Life’ are remarkable for graphic power and observation. The 
book will. not diminish the reputation of theaccomplished author.”—Saturday Review. 


VOL. XXITI.—GRANDMOTHER’S MONEY. 

“ We commend ‘Grandmothér’s Money’ to readers in search of a good novel. The 
ters are true to human nature, the story is interesting.”—~Athenaum. 
VOL. XXIV.—A BOOK ABOUT DOCTORS. 
BY J. C. JEAFFRESON, Esa. . 
‘A delightful book.” —.4theneum., “A hook to be read and re-read; fit for the study 
as well as the drawing-room table and the circulating library.”—Zancet. 
VOL. XXV.—NO CHURCH. 

“We advise all who have the opportunity to read this book.”— Atheneum. 


VOL. XXVI.—MISTRESS AND MAID. 
BY THE AUTHOR OF “JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN.” 


_' 4 good wholesome book, gracefully written, and as pleasant toread as it is instrue- 
tive.”—Atheneum. “A charming tale charmingly told.’—Herald. 


VOL. XXVII.—-LOST AND SAVED. BY HON. MRS NORTON 


“* Lost and Saved’ will be read with interest. Itis a vigorous novel.”—Times. 
“A novel of rare excellence. It is Mrs Norton’s best prose hl ag ir 
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@ (CONTINUED). 





VOL. XXVII.—LES MISERABLES. BY VICTOR HUGO. 
AUTHORISED COPYRICHT ENGLISH TRANSLATION. 


“The merits of ‘Les Miserables’ do not merely consist in the conception of it asa 
whole; it abounds, page after page, with details of unequalled beauty. In dealing with 
all the emotions, doubts, fears, which go to make up our common humanity, M. Victor 
Hugo has stamped upon every page the hall-mark of genius.”—Quarterly Review. 


VOL. XXI1X.—BARBARA'S HISTORY. 
bg BY AMELIA B. EDWARDS. 


“Tt is not often that we light upon a novel of so much merit ana interest as 
‘ Barbara’s History.’ It is a work conspicuous for taste and literary culture. Itis a 
very graceful and charming book, with a well-managed story, clearly-cut characters 
and sentiments expressed with an exquisite elocution. It is a book which the worl 
will like. This is high praise of a work of art, and so we intend it.”— Times. 
en 


VOL. XXX.—LIFE OF THE REV. EDWARD IRVING. 
BY MRS OLIPHANT. 


** 4 good book on a most interesting theme.”— Zimes. 

“A truly interesting and most affecting memoir. Irving's Life ought to have a niche 
in every gallery of religious biography. There are few lives that will be fuller of in- 
struction, interest, aud consolation.”—Saturday Review, 

“ Mrs Oliphant’s Life of Irving supplies a long-felt desideratum. It is copious, 
earnest, and eloquent. Irving, ay a man and as a pastor, is exhibited with many broad, 
powerful, and life-like touches, which leave a stroug impression.”—Edinburgh Review. 


VOL. XXXI.—ST OLAVE'S. 


“This charming novel is the work of one who possesses a great talent for writing, x 
well as experience and Knowledge of the world. ‘St Olave’s’ is the work of an artist. 
‘he whole book is worth reading.” —Atheneum. 


VOL. XXXIL—SAM SLICK’S TRAITS OF AMERICAN 
HUMOUR. 


“Dip where you will into this lottery of fun, you are sure to draw out a prize.” — Post, 
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VOL. XXXTII.—CHRISTIAN'S MiSTAKE. 
BY THE AUTHOR OF “JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN.” 


“A more charining storv, to our taste, has rarely been written. The writer has hit 
off a circle of varied characters ali true to nature, and has entangled them in a story 
which keeps us in suspense till its knot is happily and gracefully resolved. Even if 
tried by the standard of the Archbishop of York, we should expect that cven he would 
pronounce ‘ Christian’s Mistake’ a novel without a fault.”— Temes. 
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. VOL. XXXIV.—ALEC FORBES OF HOWGLEN. 


BY GEORGE MAC DONALD, M.A. 


“No unt of this story would give any idea of the profound interest that pervades 
the work from the first page to the last.”-—Atheneum. 
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‘ VOL: XXXV.—_AGNES. BY MRS OLIPHANT. 


* 6 Apyeg’ iy a novel superior to any of Mrs Oliphant’s former works.”—Atheneum. , 

. “Mrs Oliphant is one of the most admirahle of our novelists. In her works there 
are xiways to be found high principle, good taste, sense, and refinement. ‘Agnes’ is & 
ut- cy whose pathetic beauty will appeal irresistibly to all readers.”—Pust. 
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